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PART ONE 
MUSIC: OPENING THEME 
1. INT: COMMAND MODULE, FOBOS SPACECRAFT 


(THE CLAUSTROPHOBIC INTERIOR OF THE SMALL COMMAND MODULE OF 
THE FOBOS SPACECRAFT, APPROACHING MARS. ESTABLISH ROUTINE 
SOUNDS INSIDE THE SPACESHIP. ALT-2017, NOT 1960s.) 


COMMANDER: 
(RELAXED, GIVING ROUTINE REPORT) Zarya, this is Fobos. How is 
Mother Earth this morning? 


(WE SHOULD LEAVE SOME LAG BETWEEN RESPONSES FOR QUASI-REALISM 
BUT DON’T HAVE TO BE RIGID) 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
(DISTORT) Fobos, [FOH-BOSS] it’s good to hear you. Are you 
well? 


COMMANDER: 
I am fine! (BEAT) How about some music? 


(SLIGHT PAUSE, THEN AS CLOSE AS WE CAN GET TO RACHMANINOV 
VESPERS, FILLING THE SMALL HARD SPACE) 


MUSIC: RACHMANINOV VESPERS (OR A CLOSE APPROXIMATION) (D.) 


COMMANDER: 
(TEARS) It’s beautiful. Good morning, Brother Mars. We come in 
peace from all the people of Earth. 


MUSIC: THE PRETEND RACHMANINOV BECOMES LIVE RATHER THAN 
THROUGH THE SPEAKERS OF THE SPACECRAFT, ACTING AS A SEGUE TO 
THE NEXT SCENE. 
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2. EXT: BERLIN STREET 


(EAST BERLIN, NOVEMBER 1961. NIGHT SOUNDS. DOG BARKS. TOM 
ELLIOT RUNNING, MAKING A BREAK FOR THE WALL. ) 


TOM: 
(BREATHING HEAVILY; TO HIMSELF) Nearly there... 


(DOG BARKS, A LITTLE CLOSER) 


TOM: 
Ssh... Ssh... 


(DOG BARKS, MOVING AWAY) 


TOM: 
(SOFT) That’s more like it... 


GEORGE: (OTHER SIDE OF THE BERLIN WALL) 
Tom! Hurry up, man! 


(CRUNCH OF TOM'S FOOTSTEPS ) 


TOM: 
(SOFT) I’m coming as quick as I can. (SARCASTIC) You may have 
noticed but the East Germans have put a wall in my way! 


(SUDDENLY: HARSH SIREN. CLACK OF FLOODLIGHTS COMING ON. 
SOLDIERS RUNNING TOWARDS HIM.) 


SOLDIER WILDTRACK: (OFF BUT MOVING IN) 
Over there! Halt! Stop! 


TOM: 
Oh no... 


(FOOTSTEPS RUNNING TOWARDS TOM. ) 


GEORGE: (OTHER SIDE OF THE WALL) 
(CALLING) Tom! Run! 


TOM: 
I'd never have thought of that. 


EAST GERMAN SOLDIER: (OFF) 
There’s another one! 


TOM: 
(SEEING ACE) Where did she spring from? 


ACE: (OFF) 
(CALLING OUT) Run! I’11l cover you! 
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GEORGE: (OTHER SIDE OF THE WALL) 
Tom, what’s going on? 


TOM: 
There’s a girl! 


EAST GERMAN SOLDIER: (OFF) 
Halt! Halt or we fire! 


GEORGE: (OTHER SIDE OF THE WALL) 
Tom! Ignore her! Get over here now! 


TOM: 
She’s in trouble-- 


GEORGE: (OTHER SIDE OF THE WALL) 
She’s not your problem! 


(CROSS TO ACE, BREATHLESS FROM RUNNING. ) 


ACE: 
(SHOUTS AT TOM) Keep moving you idiot! 


(RAPID GUNFIRE) 


GEORGE: (OTHER SIDE OF THE WALL) 
Tom! Tom! 


(SIREN CROSSFADES INTO--) 
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3. INT: COMMAND MODULE, FOBOS SPACECRAFT 

(BEACON FROM MARS, INTERRUPTING THE ROUTINE SPACECRAFT SOUNDS. 
THE BERLIN SIREN AND MARS BEACON ARE DISTINCT, BUT SHOULD BE 
ECHOES OF EACH OTHER, IN TONE OR RHYTHMICALLY. THEY ARE 
FUNDAMENTALLY CONNECTED. ) 


COMMANDER: 
Did you hear that? 


(BEACON NOISE STOPS.) 


COMMANDER: 
Zarya, did you hear that? 


(DEFINITELY HAVE THE TIME LAG HERE) 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
(DISTORT) Chayka, we heard nothing. 


COMMANDER: 
I was sure I heard something. 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
(CAREFULLY NEUTRAL) What did you hear? 


COMMANDER: 
An alarm. A siren... 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
Let’s run some tests, Chayka. 


COMMANDER: 
It didn’t sound like it came from in here. 


(SLIGHT LAG) 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
We’1ll run those tests anyway. 


COMMANDER: 
Sure. (TO SELF) But it wasn’t in here. It was... out there. 
(LAG) 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
(CASUAL) Did you sleep well, Chayka? 


COMMANDER: 
(TESTY) I slept very well, thank you. (TO SELF) It wasn’t in 
my head... I definitely heard it... 
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4. EXT: BERLIN STREET 

(TOM HAS REACHED THE COVER OF A BUILDING. HE'S BEEN SHOT, 
BREATHING HEAVILY. OFF, A MELEE. SIREN. DOGS. SOLDIERS’ BOOTS, 
RUNNING. ) 


SOLDIER WILDTRACK: (SLIGHTLY OFF) 


"Where did he go?" "I'm sure he was shot!" "Look over there!" 
TOM: 

(HEAVY BREATHING, HE'S BEEN SHOT.) Oh god... Bleeding like 
a... (FRUSTRATED) There’s no time! 


EAST GERMAN SOLDIER: (OFF BUT MOVING IN) 
This way! 


TOM: 
(SLIGHT EFFORT NOISES, SUPPRESSING HIS PAIN TO CONCEAL 
HIMSELF. ) 


(TOM, SHIFTING BEHIND A STACK OF CRATES, THE FOOTSTEPS COME 
CLOSE. A BEAT.) 


EAST GERMAN SOLDIER: 
Keep moving! He can't have got far! 


(THE BOOTS RUN OFF, FADING AWAY ALONG WITH THE REST OF THE 
PURSUIT SOUNDS. ) 


TOM: 
Got to stay awake... Got to... 


(FOOTSTEPS APPROACHING: ACE. WE HEAR THIS FAINTLY, A DEADENING 
CREEPING IN AS TOM PASSES OUT.) 


ACE: 
(FAINTLY) Hold on mate... Hold on... 
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5. INT: COMMAND MODULE FOBOS SPACECRAFT 


MISSION CONTROL: 
Last check, Chayka, we promise. Auxiliary channels. 


(BEEPS AND WHINES OF COMMUNICATIONS CHANNELS BEING CHECKED. ) 


COMMANDER: 
(WEARY; THIS HAS BEEN TAKING SOME TIME.) Checked and good. 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
That’s everything. All fine. 


COMMANDER: 
(SIGHS) 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
Let’s take a break, Chayka. Do you want some music? 


COMMANDER : 
Sure, sure, music... 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
Perhaps you misheard? 


(LAG) 


COMMANDER: 
Perhaps I did. 


(MUSIC: CLASSICAL, CHORAL) (D.) 


COMMANDER: 
(TO SELF) It was there... 


MUSIC: CHORAL MUSIC BECOMES LIVE RATHER THAN THROUGH THE 
SPACECRAFT’S SPEAKERS. ACTS AS A SEGUE TO THE NEXT SCENE. 
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6. INT: TARDIS CONTROL ROOM 
(TARDIS LANDING) 


MEL: 
You’re sure Ace will be all right? 


(BEEPS AS DOCTOR PUSHES BUTTONS ) 


MUSIC: FAINT TRANSMISSION OF THE CHORAL MUSIC FROM THE FOBOS 
MISSION. COMING FROM SPEAKERS ON THE CONSOLE (D.) 


(BEEP AS DOCTOR PUSHES BUTTON AND CUTS MUSIC OFF) 


THE DOCTOR: 
(MUTTERING; PREOCCUPIED) Strange, an echo? (TO MEL) Hmm? What 
did you say? 


MEL: 
Ace! Are you sure she’1l be all right? 


THE DOCTOR: 
Of course! It’s not like she can’t contact us. 


(HE GOES BACK TO PRESSING BUTTONS, TRYING TO ESTABLISH 
INFORMATION ABOUT THE TIME RIPPLE. ) 


MEL: 
But the nineteen-sixties! Lots of changes, even without this 
time ripple of yours. 


THE DOCTOR: 

Hmm... (STARTS TO LISTEN TO MEL AGAIN) What? The nineteen- 
Sixties? Perfectly pleasant! Golden age of music, film, 
television... Marvellous! 


MEL: 
What, even in Berlin? 


THE DOCTOR: 
(CONCEDES) Perhaps Berlin was a little less pleasant... 


MUSIC: FAINT CHOIR AGAIN FROM THE CONSOLE (D.) 
MEL: 
(TO HERSELF, KNOWS THE DOCTOR IS NOT LISTENING) But the Bomb, 


Doctor. The war... 


(BEEP OF BUTTON CUTTING MUSIC OFF) 
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THE DOCTOR: 

Not that there weren’t changes, of course. Radical social 
upheaval. And the Beatles. I suppose we mustn’t forget the 
Beatles. 


MEL: 
I meant (the rise of Mokoshia)-- 


THE DOCTOR: 
(OVER HER) Ace can look after herself, whether it’s London or 
East Berlin or... Well, anywhere, really. No need to worry. In 


the meantime, you and I have business in the future. Come on! 


(TARDIS DOORS OPEN; CROSS TO) 
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7. EXT: LONDON STREET, ALT-2017 (CONTINUOUS) 


(TRAFFIC — A BUSY LONDON STREET. THE DOCTOR AND MEL STEP OUT 
OF THE TARDIS CLOSING THE DOORS BEHIND THEM. ) 


MEL: 
(BREATHING DEEPLY, CONTENTEDLY) London! I’d recognize that 
smell anywhere. 


(A SMALL PARTY OF REVELLERS — THREE OR FOUR — IS APPROACHING. 
MAYBE THROW IN A VUVUZELA: UNAVOIDABLE WHATEVER THE TIMELINE. 
THE PARTY DRAWS CLOSER THROUGHOUT THIS SCENE UNTIL THEY REACH 
THE DOCTOR AND MEL.) 


REVELLERS WILDTRACK: 
CHEERING AND WHOOPING. 


MEL: 
Sounds like a party. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Not much to celebrate in 2017. 


MEL: 
(LAUGHS) Oh come off it, Doctor — nothing to celebrate? 


THE DOCTOR: 
(MOURNFUL) Melting ice caps. Seas of plastic. Species after 
species disappearing into nothing... 


MEL: 
(PATRIOTIC SURGE; SHE IS NOW INHABITING THIS TIMELINE) We’re 
united now. We can solve these problems together. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(SIGH) I’m glad you have such faith (in humanity)-- 


MEL: 
(INTERRUPTING) As for celebrating — why not? Come on, do the 
sums! You know what this is all about! 


THE DOCTOR: 
(TART) Actually, no, I don’t. 


MEL: 
Doctor, it’s the Centenary! 


THE DOCTOR: 
(BORED) I’ve seen a lot of centenaries. 
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MEL: 
(EXCITED) There must have been a huge party. Will have been. 
Will be. Oh, I never get this right! 


THE DOCTOR: 
(TO HIMSELF; BAFFLED) Which centenary? 


MEL: 

The one celebrating a hundred years of international 
comradeship and fifty years of peace! That’s a pretty good 
reason for a party! 


THE DOCTOR: 

(TO HIMSELF) The Olympics were 2012... Surely nobody would 
celebrate Passchendaele with fireworks? That would be the 
height of bad taste... 


MEL: 
(IRRITATED) Are you doing this deliberately? 


(THE REVELLERS ARE CLOSE NOW AND START SINGING) 


REVELLERS WILDTRACK: 

(GROUP OF THREE PEOPLE DRUNK-SINGING THE INTERNATIONALE: 
https: //www.youtube.com/watch?v=3sh4kz zhyo from 1.10) 
So comrades come rally! 


THE DOCTOR: 
Twenty-seventeen... Nineteen-seventeen... (GETTING THERE) Is 
it me, Mel, or is there a lot of red on display around here? 


REVELLERS WILDTRACK: 
(SINGING) Cos this is the time and place! 


MEL: 
(DEADPAN) Yes, Doctor. There’s quite a lot of red. 


REVELLERS WILDTRACK: 
The international i-i-deal 


THE DOCTOR: 
(HE'S THERE) Oh... That centenary! The Revolution. The Russian 
Revolution! 


MEL: 
(APPLAUDS) I knew you’d get there in the end! 


REVELLERS WILDTRACK: 
(WITH MEL, BELOW) Unites the human race! 
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MEL: 


(JOINS IN SINGING WITH ABOVE) Unites the human race! (REPEATS 


THE LAST SECTION) The international ideal, unites the human 
race! 


THE DOCTOR: 
(HORRIFIED) Mel, stop that immediately! 


12 
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8. INT: BERLIN HOTEL 
(SEEDY ROOM. FAINT TRAFFIC OUTSIDE. ) 


MUSIC: MUFFLED EARLY 60's TORCH SONG FROM THE RADIO IN THE 
NEXT ROOM. (D.) 


(ACE RUNS A TAP, FILLING THE KETTLE. THE SOUND OF THIS WAKES 
TOM. ) 


TOM: 
(WAKES IN PAIN.) George! 


(CREAK OF BEDSPRINGS. ACE ABANDONS THE KETTLE AND CROSSES TO 
BED TO COMFORT TOM. ) 


ACE: 
Hey, it’s OK. Everything’s OK. 


TOM: 
Where am I? Who are you? 


(BEDSPRINGS CREAK AS HE PULLS HIMSELF UP) 


TOM: 
(GASPS IN PAIN) 


ACE: 
Hey, don’t move! 


TOM: 
(GROANS ) 


(CREAK OF BED AS HE FALLS BACK, AND AS ACE SITS DOWN NEXT TO 
HIM. ) 


ACE: 
I said don’t move. 


TOM: 

(GROANS) I think perhaps you’re right. I’1ll just lie here 
and... (BREATHING HEAVILY; PAINFULLY.) 

ACE: 


Take your time. 


TOM: 
(STEADIES HIS BREATHING) Well. Miss. I, er... I don’t know 
your name. 


ACE: 
Dorothy. 
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TOM: 
Dorothy? 


ACE: 

(GRUMPY) All right, don’t rub it in. As for where you are — 
the good news is you’re in a hotel. The bad news is the 
hotel’s in East Berlin. 


TOM: 
(GROANS IN DISMAY) 


ACE: 

Couldn’t exactly pull you over the Wall, could I? Not the 
state you’re in. That’s what you were doing, wasn’t it? Wall- 
jumping. 


TOM: 
(EVADING QUESTION) Am I dying? 


ACE: 
What? 


TOM: 
I was shot, wasn’t I? 


ACE: 
Yes, you were shot. 


TOM: 
And? 


ACE: 
(BEAT) And I’m doing everything I can. 


(CREAK OF BED AS SHE GETS UP. TAP RUNNING AGAIN; ACE FINISHES 
FILLING KETTLE. ) 


TOM: 
(PIECING THINGS TOGETHER) You came from nowhere. At the Wall. 
I was about to cross. George had cut the wire... 


ACE: 
It was a trap. You wouldn’t have made it. 


TOM: 

The next thing I know I’m here... Dorothy, did you carry me 
here? 

ACE: 


I’m stronger than I look. 
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TOM: 
You'd have to be. (SUSPICIOUS) You must know East Berlin 
pretty well. 


(BEAT ) 


ACE: 
Helps if you have a map. 


TOM: 
A map. Why are you helping me, Dorothy? 


ACE: 
(BEAT) Right thing to do, wasn’t it? Wasn't going to leave you 
in the Strasse [PRO: STRASS-UH] to bleed to death, was I? 


TOM: 
Not when you could bring him to a cheap hotel to bleed to 
death instead. 


ACE: 
(FIRM) You’re going to be OK. Kettle’s on. 


(WHISTLE OF KETTLE BOILING. ) 
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9. EXT. LONDON STREET 
(APPLAUSE FOR MEL’S SINGING. } 


REVELLER WILDTRACK: 
(CHEERING) “Lovely, love!” “Let’s have another one!” 


THE DOCTOR: 
(FROSTY) Have you quite finished? 


(FOOTSTEPS AS HE PULLS HER AWAY) 


REVELLER WILDTRACK: 
“Ta-ra, love!” “Bye, comrade!” Etc. 


MEL: 
Oh, cheer up, Doc! 


THE DOCTOR: 
Mel, this didn’t happen-- 


MEL: 
The Russian Revolution never happened? 


THE DOCTOR: 
No, no, no! That certainly happened-- 


MEL: 
The spread of communism through the East after the Great 
Patriotic War? 


THE DOCTOR: 
Yes, that happened too, although your terminology is 
interesting-- 


MEL: 
The Golden Age. The Age of the Great Mother. The Age of the 
People’s Republic of Mokoshia. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(CAUGHT ON THE HOP) That’s... not what I remember. 


MEL: 
(IT’S A BIG JOKE) So what do you remember? 


THE DOCTOR: 
The Cold War? The Warsaw Pact? The fall of the Berlin Wall — 
is any of this ringing a bell? 


MEL: 
Well, the Berlin Wall, but it didn’t fall, exactly. It was 
taken down when Germany reunited. 
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THE DOCTOR: 
(RELIEF) At least that’s the same! 


MEL: 
In nineteen eighty-four. 


THE DOCTOR: 
That... less so. Mel, that was in the nineties! 
MEL: 


Germany became part of the International Communist Republic of 
Mokoshia. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Mokoshia! You keep saying that and I’ve no idea what you mean! 


MEL: 
Doctor, this is History 101. Mokosh-- 


THE DOCTOR: 
Was a Slavic goddess. I know that! 


MEL: 
(SERIOUS, PROUD) “The Great Mother, our guide, our guard, our 
beacon in the darkness...” 


THE DOCTOR: 
Are you quoting something? 


MEL: 
(PATIENT) It’s from the anthem, Doctor. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Of a completely fictitious country. (CURIOUS, FORENSIC) Is 
this really what you think happened? 


MEL: 
(GETTTING CROSS) It’s not what I think happened! It’s history! 


THE DOCTOR: 
A world in which communism didn’t collapse in the nineties, 
but instead spread throughout Western Europe. 


MEL: 
And here we are — a hundred years of comradeship! (DELIGHTED) 
How exciting! To be here, for the centenary! 


THE DOCTOR: 
(SADLY) Oh, Mel, you must know this is all wrong. 
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MEL: 
What’s wrong with peace, love, and understanding? 


THE DOCTOR: 
It didn’t happen. 


MEL: 
You always have to spoil the fun. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(TO HIMSELF; MUSING) The question now is how this has 
happened. What went wrong? 


MEL: 
(INSISTENT) Nothing went wrong. This is the future we dreamed 
of. 


(DISTANT VUVUZELAS ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
I seriously doubt that. 
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10. EXT: DOORWAY, LONDON STREET 

(STREET SOUNDS GOING PAST; FROM A SLIGHT DISTANCE, WE HEAR THE 
END OF THE INTERNATIONALE, A REPEAT FROM WHAT WE HEARD IN THE 
PREVIOUS SCENE. ) 


REVELLER WILDTRACK: 
Unites the human race! 


REVELLER WILDTRACK: 
(CHEERING) 


(BEEPS AS ANNA DIALS ON PHONE. RINGING AS SHE’S PUT THROUGH. ) 


REVELLER 1: 
(FROM ACROSS THE STREET) Cheer up, it might never happen! 


ANNA: 
(TO HERSELF) It already has. 


(HER PHONE IS CONNECTED TO VOICE MAIL.) 


ANNA: 
It’s me. Call me as soon as you get this. 


(DISTANT VUVUZELAS. ) 


ANNA: 
It’s here. The blue box. He’s here, at last. 


MUSIC: SEGUE. 
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11. INT: BERLIN HOTEL 
(ACE MOVES OVER TO THE BED) 


ACE: 
You haven't drunk your tea. 


TOM: 
Didn't fancy it. 


ACE: 
Suit yourself. Look, I’m going to nip out for a while. 


TOM: 
(UNTRUSTING) Why? 


ACE: 
I need to get some stuff. (SEES HIS MISTRUST) You know, there 


were easier ways of handing you over to the authorities than 
dragging you halfway across town. 


TOM: 
(WONDERING, CAN HE TRUST HER?) Yes. I suppose so. 


(BED CREAKS AS HE MOVES TO SIT UP) 


TOM: 
GROANS. 


ACE: 
What are you doing? 


TOM: 
Coming with you. They’1ll be looking for me. I should keep 
moving. 


(FALLS BACK ON BED IN PAIN; BED CREAKS. ) 


ACE: 
That’s not going to happen. 


(ACE WALKS ACROSS THE ROOM TO THE DOOR. ) 


TOM: 
(TO SELF) It seems not... 


ACE: 
Look, I’m going to see if I can find something for the pain. 


(ACE OPENS THE DOOR; IT CREAKS. ) 
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TOM: 
Where’s your map? 


ACE: 
What? 


TOM: 
You said you had a map. Can I see it? I might know a shortcut. 


ACE: 
(EVASIVE BUT COVERING) Must have left it on the stairs. (BEAT) 
Lie down, mate. Have some kip. I’11l be back in no time. 


(ACE LEAVES THE ROOM, CLOSING THE DOOR BEHIND HER. ) 


TOM: 
(SUSPICIOUS) I suppose we’1l see about that. 
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12. EXT: BERLIN STREET, ALT-1961 


(DRIZZLE; DAMP STREET. IN THE DISTANCE, A CHURCH CLOCK CHIMES 
TWO. NOT A HEAVY BELL TOLL: LIGHTER, EVEN PRETTY. ACE WALKING 
ALONG. ) 


ACE: 
Oh what a night. Late November, back in sixty-one... (SHIVERS) 
It’s getting cold. And this rain’s only going to get worse. 


(BLEEP AS SHE PRESSES A BUTTON ON HER MAP) 


MAP: 
At the corner, turn left onto Philippstrasse. (PRO: PHILLIP 
JUST LIKE THE NAME STRASS-UH] Proceed north-west. 


ACE: 
Hang on, let me get there... 


(BEAT, THEN SHE STOPS WALKING. ) 


ACE: 
There isn’t a Philippstrasse. (BEAT) Maybe I didn’t see it in 
the mist. 


MAP: 
Turn left onto Philippstrasse. 


ACE: 
There really isn’t one. Probably hasn’t been one since 
nineteen forty-five. Give me another route. 


MAP: 
At the corner, turn left onto Philippstrasse. 


ACE: 
(EXASPERATED) Honestly, Doctor, why is your stuff always so 
rubbish? 


(LITTLE BEEPS OF DEVICE) 
ACE: 


This mist is getting worse. Might help us later. Or help me, 
at any rate. (SIGH) Don't think poor Tom’s going anywhere. 
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13. INT: COMMAND MODULE FOBOS SPACECRAFT 

MUSIC: CHORAL THROUGH RADIO, COMES TO AN END. (D.) 
(BEAT ) 

(BEACON SOUNDS THROUGH RADIO, GHOSTLY, FAINT) 


COMMANDER: 
There it is again! Zarya, can you hear it? 


(LAG) 
COMMANDER: 
Zarya! It’s coming through the radio now! Surely you can hear 


ate 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
I... I... (GATHERS SELF) We hear it, Chayka. 


COMMANDER: 
What is it? 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
We don’t know, Chayka. (BEAT; TRIES TO SOUND MORE CONFIDENT 
WHEN HE SPEAKS AGAIN) Can you try to trace the source? 


COMMANDER: 
We can try. 


(VARIOUS WHINES OF DIALS BEING TWISTED. ) 


COMMANDER: 
(TO SELF) That’s impossible. 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
What did you say, Chayka? 


COMMANDER: 
Zarya, I think it’s coming from down there. 


(LAG) 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
Say that again, Chayka. 


COMMANDER: 
I think it’s coming from Mars. 


MUSIC: SEGUE. 
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14. INT: MARSDEN’S OFFICE 


(SMALL OFFICE. JUST BEYOND THE OPEN DOOR, BUSY OPEN-PLAN 
SOUNDS: PHONES RINGING, PEOPLE MILLING ABOUT, FILING CABINETS 
OPENING AND CLOSING ETC.) 


(MARSDEN IS MID-REPORT TO SOKOLOV. ) 


MARSDEN: 

We heard there might be some protests near the Patriotic War 

Memorial, so we’re tightening the cordon around Whitehall and 
doubling the number of people stationed on Red Square. (BEAT) 
I hope that’s satisfactory, Commander Sokolov. 


SOKOLOV: 
Oh, I’m happy to leave this kind of thing to your discretion, 
Colonel. You know the city better than I. 


MARSDEN: 
And I’m grateful for the leeway, sir. Anything else? 


SOKOLOV: 
What? Oh no, no, no. (CLEARS THROAT) Are you looking forward 
to touchdown, Marsden? 


MARSDEN: 
Touchdown, sir? 


SOKOLOV: 
(MILD RETRIBUTION) Fobos. It’s due to touch down on Mars in 
less than eighteen hours. 


MARSDEN: 
Of course. My apologies. 


SOKOLOV: 
(TESTING MARSDEN) Slipped your mind? 


MARSDEN: 
I’m rather preoccupied with all this... 


SOKOLOV: 
Indeed. The centenary is placing a substantial burden on all 
of our resources. 


MARSDEN: 
I’m looking forward to things getting back to normal. 


SOKOLOV: 
Not a party man, Colonel? 
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MARSDEN: 

(NOT OBLIVIOUS TO THE DOUBLE MEANING) Rather depends on the 
Party. 

SOKOLOV: 

(SOFT LAUGH) Quite. Well. I have taken up enough of your 
morning. 


(CHAIRS SCRAPE AS BOTH MEN RISE) 


SOKOLOV: 
Thank you for your time, Colonel. 


MARSDEN: 
No problem. 


SOKOLOV: 
(STIFF) For the Motherland and the Family of Nations. 


MARSDEN: 
(EASIER) The Motherland and the Family of Nations. 


SOKOLOV: 
I’1l be in touch, Colonel. 


(DOOR CLOSES ) 


MARSDEN: 
(TO SELF) I thought he’d never go... 


(TOUCHES INTERCOM: THIS ALT-TIMELINE TECHNOLOGY SHOULD FEEL 
ARRESTED IN THE MID-90s) 


Is the car ready? I’ve got to go! 


25 
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15. INT: BERLIN HOTEL 


(DOOR OPENS AS ACE RETURNS. SHE CLOSES IT WITH A SOFT CLICK, 
BUT THE FLOORBOARD CREAKS AS SHE MOVES ACROSS THE ROOM. ) 


TOM: 
(WAKES UP SUDDENLY) You’re back! 


ACE: 
Did you think I was going to leave you here? 


TOM: 
(WEARY) I wasn’t sure. 


ACE: 
You can be sure of me. I found something for the pain. 


(RUSTLE AS ACE PULLS A BOTTLE OF PILLS FROM A PAPER BAG. SHE 
UNSCREWS THE LID, SHAKES OUT A COUPLE OF PILLS AND HANDS THEM 
TO TOM. ) 


TOM: 
Thanks. 


(HE SUDDENLY GRABS HER, PULLING HER ONTO THE BED, BOTTLE OF 
PILLS DROPPING TO THE FLOOR, BED CREAKING AS SHE FALLS ON IT.) 


ACE: 
(RESPONSE OF FALLING FORWARD ONTO THE BED) Oi! 


TOM: 
(PAINED EFFORT OF WRESTLING WITH HER) Who are you really? Who 


are you working for? 


ACE: 
Get off! 


(SHE STRUGGLES AND THEY BOTH FALL OUT OF BED, LANDING HEAVILY 
ON THE FLOOR. ) 


TOM: 
(AGONY FROM THE FALL.) Ah!! 


(ACE GETS UP) 


ACE: 
Idiot! What do you think you're playing at? 


TOM: 
(EXTREMELY PAINED, ANGRY, DESPERATE.) Who are you? 
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ACE: 

I'm the reason you're still alive, stupid! Though maybe it's 
me that's stupid, I didn't drag you here just so you could try 
and throttle me. 


TOM: 
(WEAK, HE REALLY WASN'T FIT ENOUGH TO DO THIS) Why should I 
trust you? 


ACE: 

(BEAT) Honestly? Because you've got no choice. Think it 
though. If I was working for the East Germans why would I be 
doing this? I'd have let you die or made sure you were tied to 
a chair in some interrogation cell somewhere. 


(SHE MOVES A COUPLE OF PACES AND PICKS UP THE PILLS) 


ACE: 
Instead I'm running around nicking pills for you. Risking my 
own neck. 


TOM: 
But why would you do that? It makes no sense. 


ACE: 
(ANGER DEFLATED A BIT) Well, one of us doesn't have much faith 
in human nature by the sounds of it. 


TOM: 
I've never have had much reason to. 


ACE: 
Well, it's time you did. (BEAT) If I lift you back into bed 
are you going to try and fight me again? 


TOM: 
I... Honestly I don't think I could. 


ACE: 
Common sense, about time. 


(SHE LIFTS HIM BACK INTO BED) 


ACE & TOM: 
(EFFORT NOISES, PAIN FROM TOM, AS SHE LIFTS HIM BACK INTO BED) 


ACE: 
I’1ll get you some water. 


TOM: 
(SLIGHT GROANING. ) 
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(ACE CROSSES THE ROOM TO THE SINK. RUNS THE TAP, FILLS A 
GLASS, CROSSES BACK. ) 


ACE: 
Now, are you going to take these pills or not? 


TOM: 
I'm alright. 


ACE: 
(IRRITATED) Look! 


(SHE TAKES ONE HERSELF WITH A SIP OF WATER) 


ACE: 
(SWALLOWING) They're just painkillers alright? (DISMISSIVE) Oh 
suit yourself. 


(SHE DROPS THE BOTTLE ONTO THE BED AND PLACES THE GLASS ON A 
BEDSIDE TABLE NEXT TO HIM) 


ACE: 
I'll leave them there, take them or not. No skin off my nose. 


(SHE WALKS A FEW FEET AND SINKS DOWN INTO A CHAIR. A BEAT. 
THEN THE SOUND OF TOM PICKING UP THE BOTTLE, SHAKING A COUPLE 
OUT AND TAKING THEM WITH A SIP OF WATER. HE PUTS THE GLASS 
BACK DOWN. A BEAT.) 


TOM: 
Thank you. 


ACE: 
(TRYING NOT TO SHOW SHE'S PLEASED) No problem. 
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16. EXT: LONDON STREET/INT. PUB 
(TRAFFIC GOING PAST) 


MEL: 
If in doubt, find a pub. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Good source of information. 


(THE DOCTOR OPENS THE DOOR; HE AND MEL WALK INSIDE) 


MUSIC: SOMETHING BRASH, LIKE STOCK AITKEN AND WATERMAN WOULD 
SOUND IF THEY WERE EMPLOYED BY THE STATE TO CREATE COMMUNIST 
POP (D.) 


MEL: 
What’s the plan? Are you going to chat up the locals? 


THE DOCTOR: 
I was going to watch television, but feel free to “chat up” 
whomsoever you like. 


(MUSIC ENDS ABRUPTLY ) 


TELEVISION ANNOUNCER: (D.) 
And now an update on the Fobos mission. 


(MUSIC: NEWS STING (D.)) 


(THE DOCTOR AND MEL TALK OVER THE TV, WITH THE PUB DRINKERS 
OCCASIONALLY EXPRESSING THEIR ANGER. FOR EASE OF RECORDING, 
I'VE SEPARATED THE TWO OUT: ) 


TELEVISION ANNOUNCER: (D.) 

After nine months, Fobos is only sixteen hours away from 
touching down on Mars. And remember that the crew will be 
spending almost as long on Mars before making the long journey 
back home where they will receive the hero's welcome they so 
thoroughly deserve. We interviewed the mission commander 
before she embarked on the voyage. 


COMMANDER: (D.) 

It’s not been an easy journey, even before setting foot in the 
spacecraft! The training and preparation stretched all of us 
to the limit. But no other nation could attempt a mission like 
this. Only Mokoshia. I am honoured and privileged to be the 
one to carry our flag as far as it has ever been. 


TELEVISION ANNOUNCER: 
Let’s cross back to the live broadcast from Mission Control-- 
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(OVER THE TOP OF THE ABOVE) 


DOCTOR: 
(HEARS WHAT'S BEING SAID, BAFFLED) A mission to Mars? Oh, this 
is even more that’s wrong! 


PUB WILDTRACK: 
Ssh! Pipe down! I’m trying to listen! (Etc.) 


MEL: 
What do you mean? 


THE DOCTOR: 
Mars missions aren’t for another forty years! 


MEL: 
Why aren’t you pleased? We’re there early! That’s got to be 
good! 


THE DOCTOR: 
Of course that’s not good! Quite the opposite! You don’t seem 
to understand the gravity of this situation-- 


MEL: 
Because I can’t see anything wrong! This all looks perfectly 
plausible to me. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Well it’s not. I don’t like it, and I’m not having it. 


(NOW THEY STOP CROSSING OVER ONE ANOTHER, FROM THE TELEVISION, 
THE BEACON SOUNDS. ) 


MEL: 
(STARTLED) What’s that? 


THE DOCTOR: 
I don’t know, Mel. 


MEL: 
Are they okay up there? 


THE DOCTOR: 
Yes. (BEAT) Mel, I think that signal is coming from [MARS]... 
But that’s impossible! 


MUSIC SEGUE. 
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17. EXT. LONDON STREET/INT. MARSDEN’S CAR 


(MARSDEN OPENS CAR DOOR, GETS INSIDE, SLAMS DOOR SHUT, HE 
DIALS ON HIS PHONE) 


MARSDEN: 

I'm on my way. You take care of the assistant. I’1l take care 
of him. 

(HE HANGS UP. STARTS THE CAR AND PULLS OUT. HE PUTS ON THE CAR 
RADIO. THE LINE IS THE SAME AS HEARD ON THE TV IN THE PREVIOUS 
SCENE, A SINGLE LIVE BROADCAST GOING TO TV AND RADIO.) 


TELEVISION ANNOUNCER: 
Let’s cross back to the live broadcast from Mission Control-- 


(BEACON SOUNDS FROM THE RADIO) 


MARSDEN: 
(VERY STARTLED) What the hell is that?! 


(WE USE THE SOUND OF THE BEACON TO SEGUE TO THE NEXT SCENE. ) 


CUT TO. 
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18. INT. COMMAND MODULE FOBOS SPACECRAFT 

(THE BEACON SOUNDS THROUGH THE RADIO) 

COMMANDER: 

Zarya, it’s impossible! How can there be a beacon on Mars! 
There’s nobody there. There has never been anyone there! 


(LAG) 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
Logic suggests that there is. 


COMMANDER: 

Who? We’re the first! If the Americans had got here already, 
the Chinese — don’t you think we would have heard? There’d be 
a great fanfare! 


(LAG) 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
It has to be one of them, Chayka. Because it isn’t us. 


(BEACON IS SUDDENLY PIERCINGLY LOUD. ) 


COMMANDER: 
Zarya! Can you hear us? 


(STATIC; EVEN THE BEACON STOPS, BRIEFLY, BEFORE STARTING 
AGAIN. ) 


COMMANDER: 
Zarya, where are you? 


(WE USE THE BEACON TO SEGUE BACK TO MARSDEN'S CAR) 
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19. INT: PUB 


(BEACON SOUNDING OUT OF THE TELEVISION THROUGH THE PUB; 
DRINKERS MUTTERING IN RESPONSE THROUGHOUT. ) 


PUB WILDTRACK: 
“What is this?” “What’s going on?” “Have they crashed or 
something?” Etc. 


MEL: 
Doctor, where’s that coming from? 


THE DOCTOR: 
From the surface. 


MEL: 
You mean someone’s already there? 


THE DOCTOR: 

(TESTY) I don’t know! I told you, nothing here is right! There 
shouldn’t be a beacon from Mars! There shouldn’t even be a 
mission to Mars — not for years yet! 


PUB WILDTRACK: 
“What’s he banging on about?” “Had too much to drink hasn't 
he?” “He needs to shut up.” Etc. 


MEL: 
(SOFT) Doctor, keep it down. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Never mind all this — Mokoshia, the Centenary! Ridiculous 
nonsense! 


PUB WILDTRACK: 
“You need to shut up, mate!” “What's he talking about?” 
“Someone should teach him a lesson in respect!” Etc. 


THE DOCTOR: 
I mean it! (TO THE WHOLE ROOM) You lot — you should all be 
playing on your iPads and worrying about Brexit— 


MEL: 
Brexit? 


(QUIET FOOTSTEPS AS ANNA APPROACHES ) 


ANNA: 
(QUIETLY, FIERCELY) You need to shut your friend up. 


MEL: 
What? 
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ANNA: 
Shut him up! 


MEL: 
Hey, who are you? 


ANNA: 

(MOVING AWAY) Who I am is my business. But you need to get him 
to shut up! 

(SCRAPE OF CHAIR AS MEL STANDS UP TO FOLLOW ANNA) 


MEL: 
Wait! I want to talk to you! 


(MEL RUNS AFTER ANNA, WHO OPENS PUB DOORS AND LEAVES. MEL 
FOLLOWS HER OUTSIDE. ) 


CROSS TO: 
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20. EXT: LONDON STREET (CONTINUOUS) 


(DOORS OPEN, BEACON IS STILL SOUNDING FROM THE TELEVISION IN 
THE PUB, ANNA EXITS, WALKING QUICKLY AWAY. THE DOORS BURST 
OPEN AGAIN AS MEL FOLLOWS. ) 


MEL: 
Hey! Wait! 


(THE DOORS CLOSE, MUTING THE NOISE. SHE RUNS AFTER ANNA. 
BEHIND HER THE PUB DOORS OPEN AGAIN. ) 


PUB WILDTRACK (OFF): 
Get out! 


THE DOCTOR: 
I didn’t want to stay anyway! (BEAT) Mel! Wait! 


(THE DOCTOR STARTS FOLLOWING MEL, BUT IS STOPPED BY MARSDEN. ) 


MARSDEN: 
(SOFT, FROM BEHIND) Hands on your head. You’re coming with me. 


THE DOCTOR: 
I most certainly am not! 


(STRUGGLE AS MARSDEN PULLS HIM TOWARDS HIS CAR) 


THE DOCTOR AND MARSDEN: 
(EFFORT NOISES MARSDEN DRAGGING THE DOCTOR TO HIS CAR). 


THE DOCTOR: 
Get off me! 


(MARSDEN WRESTLES OPEN THE CAR DOOR, THE SOUND OF THE BEACON 
COMING FROM THE RADIO. ) 


MARSDEN: 
Get in the car! 


THE DOCTOR: 
Not a chance! 


(MARSDEN GETS THE DOCTOR INTO THE CAR AND SLAMS THE DOOR SHUT 
AFTER HIM. ) 


MEL: (SLIGHTLY OFF) 
(SEEING THE DOCTOR KIDNAPPED) Hey! Let him go! 


(MEL RUNS BACK; STARTS HAMMERING ON THE CAR WINDOW. ) 


DW-MR237-APRIL2018 — Red 


MEL: 
Let him go! 


CROSS TO INSIDE THE CAR. 
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21. INT: MARSDEN’S CAR (CONT.). 


(BEACON STILL SOUNDING THROUGH THE RADIO. OUTSIDE, MEL IS 
BANGING ON THE CAR. ) 


MEL: (MUFFLED) 
Let him go! 


(MARSDEN STARTS THE CAR AND PULLS OFF.) 


MEL: (BEING LEFT BEHIND/MUFFLED ) 
Come back! 


THE DOCTOR: 
Who are you? 


MARSDEN: 
I’m in charge around here. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Oh yes? 


(MARSDEN TURNS UP THE VOLUME OF THE BEACON. ) 


MARSDEN: 
Yes. And I want your explanation for all this — Doctor. 


(THE IMPOSSIBLE BEACON SOUNDS) 
MUSIC: CRASH IN TITLES. 


END OF PART ONE 
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PART TWO 
MUSIC: OPENING THEME 


[REPRISE: 


(BEACON STILL SOUNDING THROUGH THE RADIO. OUTSIDE, MEL IS 
BANGING ON THE CAR.) 


MEL: (MUFFLED) 
Let him go! 


(MARSDEN STARTS THE CAR AND PULLS OFF.) 


MEL: (BEING LEFT BEHIND/MUFFLED) 
Come back! 


THE DOCTOR: 
Who are you? 


MARSDEN: 
I’m in charge around here. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Oh yes? 


(MARSDEN TURNS UP THE VOLUME OF THE BEACON. ) 


MARSDEN: 
Yes. And I want your explanation for all this — Doctor. 


(THE IMPOSSIBLE BEACON SOUNDS ) 
END OF REPRISE. ] 


MUSIC: SEGUE (PASSAGE OF TIME). 
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22. INT. MARSDEN’S CAR 
(CAR MOVING; BEACON STILL SOUNDING THROUGH CAR RADIO.) 


THE DOCTOR: 
Could you turn that off? It’s giving me a headache. 


(MARSDEN TURNS OFF RADIO. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
I don’t believe we’ve been introduced. 


MARSDEN: 
We haven’t. 


THE DOCTOR: 
But you know me. Ah, the perils of fame! 


MARSDEN: 
Are considerably more than you realise. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(CONVERSATIONAL) Who is it then? The Americans? The Chinese? 


(MARSDEN DOESN’T REPLY ) 


THE DOCTOR: 

Here’s my guess — your people are already there, but you 
haven’t told the right hand what the left is doing. Do you 
think that’s likely — Colonel Marsden? 


MARSDEN: 
(CALM) If that’s meant to disconcert me, I should point out 
that my name’s clearly visible on my badge. 


THE DOCTOR: 

Worth a try. (BEAT) Is this an arrest, by the way? Aren’t you 
supposed to read me rights? (SARCASTIC) Or are rights not part 
of your fine Mokoshian future? 


(THE CAR PULLS UP) 
MARSDEN: 
(DRY LAUGH) Come inside, Doctor. We can talk about your 


“rights” later. 


(MARSDEN OPENS DOOR, CLIMBS OUT OF CAR. ) 
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23. INT: COMMAND MODULE FOBOS SPACECRAFT 


COMMANDER: 
(PANICKING) Zarya! 


(FROM WITHIN THE MODULE, ALARMS. ) 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
Chayka, are you there? 


COMMANDER: 
I'm here! I lost you for a minute there. 


(MODULE ROCKS; IT IS BEING PULLED OFF COURSE. ) 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
What's happening? 


COMMANDER: 
Zarya, I think we’re in trouble! 


MUSIC: SEGUE. 
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24. INT. MARSDEN’S OFFICE 


(MARSDEN OPENS OFFICE DOOR AND USHERS THE DOCTOR INSIDE. HE 
CLOSES THE DOOR. MUFFLED OFFICE NOISES BEYOND THE DOOR. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
(TO HIMSELF, LOOKING AROUND) All so wrong... 


(MARSDEN CROSSES TO HIS DESK. CHAIR SCRAPES AS HE SITS DOWN. 
BUT THE DOCTOR WANDERS AROUND. ) 


MARSDEN: 
Doctor, there’s being nosey, and there’s accidentally reading 
something that will force me to have you shot. Sit down. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(SIGHS) Oh, very well. 


(THE DOCTOR WALKS TO THE DESK, PULLS OUT CHAIR, SITS DOWN. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
I suppose under the circumstances we could be somewhere worse. 


MARSDEN: 
Quite easily. 


THE DOCTOR: 
You’11 discover in the course of our forthcoming interview, 
Colonel, that I’m fairly impervious to threats. 


MARSDEN: 
You’1l discover that I very rarely issue them. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(DISMISSIVE, BORED) Yes, yes, I’m sure... (HAS OTHER CONCERNS; 
MOSTLY TO HIMSELF) Plausible, like Mel said, but not right... 


MARSDEN: 
What do you mean? 


THE DOCTOR: 
I mean... Look at your badge! “Ministry of State Security”. 


MARSDEN: 
That’s who I work for. 


DOCTOR: 
That would be the Stasi if we were in East Germany — but we’re 
not, are we? We’re in London, and that’s not right! 


MARSDEN: 
We’re not the Stasi. 
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THE DOCTOR: 

And then this mission to Mars. That’s not right either. And 
who’s sending this signal? You? Your allies? Your enemies. Or 
an alien invasion? (SOFT LAUGH) So much to choose from! 


MARSDEN: 
I'd heard that you talked a great deal. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(DISMISSIVE) Oh, you don’t know anything about anything. 


MARSDEN: 
I know more than you think. 


THE DOCTOR: 
I doubt that. 


MARSDEN: 
I can change your mind with two words. 


THE DOCTOR: 
I’d like to hear that. 


MARSDEN: 
Blue box. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Ah. Now those are words to conjure with. 


MARSDEN: 
It’s possible that I might be able to help you. 


THE DOCTOR: 
How can you help me? 


MARSDEN: 
You're a man out of place, Doctor. You’ve attracted attention 
already. I might be in a position to protect you. 


THE DOCTOR: 
But I have to help you first, yes? 


MARSDEN: 
That’s usually how it works. 
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25. INT: COMMAND MODULE FOBOS SPACECRAFT 
(FOBOS IS BEING BUFFETED AS IT’S PULLED OFF COURSE. ) 


COMMANDER: 
Hold her steady! That’s it! (TAKES A BREATH) That’s it. 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
Chayka? What’s happening? 


COMMANDER: 
We were shaken about there, Zarya, but we’re steady now. 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
Your heart rate is up. 


COMMANDER: 
I’m not surprised! Zarya, the navigation equipment here isn’t 
responding. Can you tell us where we are? 


(LAG) 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
We’re not sure. 


COMMANDER: 
Is my heart rate still up? 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
A little. 


COMMANDER: 
I think it might stay that way a while yet, Zarya. 
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26. INT. BERLIN HOTEL ROOM 


(ACE IS SITTING IN AN ARMCHAIR SLIGHTLY AWAY FROM THE BED, 
TRYING TO CONTACT THE DOCTOR, AND TRYING NOT TO WAKE TOM. ) 


(STATIC THROUGH HER COMMUNICATOR. ) 


ACE: 
Come on, Doctor! Say something! 


(SHORT BURST OF STATIC WAKES TOM. ) 


TOM: 
(WAKING SUDDENLY; PAINED GROAN) 


(THE BED CREAKS.) 


TOM: 
What time is it? 


(ACE TURNS OFF COMMUNICATOR AND PUTS IT AWAY. SHE GETS UP FROM 
CHAIR AND MOVES TO THE BED, WHICH CREAKS AS SHE SITS DOWN.) 


ACE: 
Nearly four. 


TOM: 
Oh, no... 


(TOM STRUGGLES TO SIT. THE BED COMPLAINS. ) 


ACE: 
Ssh! Stop! Don’t upset yourself! 


TOM: 
I don’t know what to do! 


ACE: 
You can start trusting me. It’s me or nothing. 


(TOM FALLS BACK ONTO THE CREAKING BED. ) 


TOM: 
But you’re not completely honest, are you? 


ACE: 
I’ve not told you any lies. 


TOM: 
(LAUGHS A LITTLE) Very scrupulous of you. So here’s the test. 
Straight answer. Yes or no. I’m dying, aren’t I? 
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ACE: 
Tom, this isn’t going to help-- 


TOM: 


(BRIEF LAUGH) Yes, I thought you wouldn’t be able to say it. 


ACE: 
Yes, you’re dying. (BEAT) Did that help? 


TOM: 
(DEEP BREATH) You’d be surprised. 


(TRIES TO SIT UP; BED CREAKS. ) 


TOM: 
(GROANS. ) 


ACE: 
Lie down! You’re going to kill yourself! 


TOM: 
I’m dying anyway. But I have to get over the Wall first. 


ACE: 
You won’t make it-- 


TOM: 
I’ve got to try! Dorothy, there’s more at stake than you 


realise. The whole future of the West! I have to get over the 


Wall tonight! 


MUSIC: SEGUE. 
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27. INT. MARSDEN’S OFFICE 


THE DOCTOR: 
Before we talk — my friend, Mel. The one you nearly knocked 
over earlier. 


MARSDEN: 
I wasn’t even close. 


THE DOCTOR: 
I want to make sure she’s safe. 


MARSDEN: 
I’1l send out a description of her. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(FISHING) It’s not on file? 


MARSDEN: 
(SHORT LAUGH; HE KNOWS WHAT THE DOCTOR IS DOING.) As long as 
she’s inside before the curfew, she’ll be fine. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Curfew, eh? Is that across the whole of Mokoshia, or only in 
the capital cities of occupied nations? 


MARSDEN: 
There are always dissidents, Doctor. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(SOUR) Yes, yes. There’s always someone who wants to be free — 
and always someone willing to use force to stop them! 


MARSDEN: 
Your friend will be safe. As soon as we find her, we’ll take 
good care of her. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Oh yes? 


MARSDEN: 
Yes, we’ll lock her up too. (BEAT) I’1ll make sure she’s safe. 
Now, can we talk? 
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28. EXT. LONDON STREET, ALT-2017 
(TRAFFIC SOUNDS. ) 


MEL: 
(TO HERSELF) Where on earth do I even start...? 


ANNA: 
(CALLING, A LITTLE DISTANT) Hey! You! 


(ANNA MAKES HER WAY TOWARDS MEL. AS SHE GETS CLOSER, MEL 
RECOGNISES HER. ) 


MEL: 
Hey, you were the woman at the pub! 


(ANNA STOPS NEXT TO HER. ) 


ANNA: 
Yes, and you should’ve listened to me! Come on, we’ve got to 
get inside. 


MEL: 
I’m not going anywhere with you! 


ANNA: 
Don’t be an idiot. You know what will happen if you’re outside 
after curfew. 


MEL: 
(CONFUSED) Curfew? 


(MEL IS MOMENTARILY CONFUSED: HER MEMORIES ARE SHIFTING. SHE 
CAN REMEMBER BOTH HER OWN TIME AND THIS CURRENT TIMELINE ALL 
AT ONCE, THE MEMORIES JUMBLING TOGETHER. ) 


MEL: 

(REMEMBERS THIS CURRENT TIMELINE) Yes, of course... The 
curfew... How could I have forgotten about that? 

ANNA: 


Are you all right? 


MEL: 
Yes... just a little confused. Where are you taking me? 


ANNA: 
Somewhere safe. (BEAT, THEN QUALIFYING) Safer. Come on! 


MUSIC: SEGUE 
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29. INT: ANNA’S FLAT 


(SMALL STUDIO FLAT. THE KETTLE BOILS, SOUNDS OF ANNA MAKING 
TEA UNDER THIS: PUTS BAGS INTO CUPS, POURS WATER INTO CUPS. ) 


MEL: 
Tea. There’1ll always be tea. 


ANNA: 
A world without tea doesn’t bear thinking about. Milk? 


MEL: 
Thanks. No sugar. 


ANNA: 
(SNORTS) We’ve not seen sugar in weeks! 


(ANNA POURS MILK, STIRS THE TEA, HANDS MEL HER MUG. ) 


MEL: 
Thanks. (SNIFFS) Lovely. 


ANNA: 
Come and sit down. 


(THEY LEAVE THE KITCHEN, CROSS TO TWO ARMCHAIRS, AND SIT 
DOWN. ) 


ANNA: 
Better? 


MEL: 
Less shaky, but... (BREATHES) Anna, I’m going to ask you some 
questions now that might seem odd. But bear with me, please? 


ANNA: 
(SIPPING TEA) All right. 


MEL: 
Mokoshia, that’s where we are, yes? The British Commune. 


ANNA: 
Yes... 


MEL: 
That’s what I thought. The British Commune. But it was the 
United Kingdom up until 1966. 


ANNA: 
(WARY) The Queen abdicated. She’s a private citizen now. 
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MEL: 
A citizen of Canada. 


ANNA: 
Mel, you’re not a royalist, are you? 


MEL: 
Hardly. But listen. Let me make sure I’ve got everything 
straight. A bomb dropped on Berlin in... Oh, I’m dreadful at 


dates, but in the early 60s. 


ANNA: 
November nineteen sixty-one. 


MEL: 
Yes, that’s it! And then there was chaos. 


ANNA: 
Not for long. The Coalition of Peace. The People’s March on 
the West. 


MEL: 
(MUTTERS) An awful lot of tanks for a march. 


(ANNA PUTS HER MUG DOWN ON A THE TABLE WITH A CLATTER. ) 


ANNA: 
(STIFFLY) That’s misinformation and could put us both in jail. 


MEL: 
When were you born, Anna? 


ANNA: 
Nineteen eighty-seven. You know, you can think what you like, 
Mel. But saying it out loud implicates me. 


MEL: 
I’m sorry — carry on. After the People’s March, what happened? 


ANNA: 
Everyone knows what happened! 


MEL: 
Assume I’m still shaky and everything’s hazy right now. 


ANNA: 

(DOUBTFUL) All right... After that came Unification. The whole 
of Europe, from the ocean to the mountains, sisters and 
brothers, all comrades gathered together under the flag-- 
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MEL: 
The flag of Mokoshia. I remember all this! I do! And yet... 
There are all these other things, crowding around in my head! 


ANNA: 
What other things? 


(MEL PUTS HER MUG DOWN ON THE WOODEN FLOOR. ) 


MEL: 

Images. Bits and pieces, nothing firm. Krushchev, banging his 
shoe on the desk at the UN... Missiles in Cuba... The Cold 
War... Star Wars! President Reagan-- 

ANNA: 


Ronald Reagan? 


MEL: 
Yes, he was the President— 


ANNA: 
Of the United States? That’s ridiculous! 


MEL: 

That’s not the half of it. But it all happened, Anna! Or was 
going to happen, where I’m from. No Mokoshia. The future was 
going to be American! 


ANNA: 
(FRIGHTENED) Mel, stop! This is dangerous. This is treason! 


MEL: 

Or science fiction. (SIGHS) Oh, I don’t know. It’s as if there 
are two stories in my head, jumbled up, contradicting each 
other. I’m here, now, and it’s what I think happened, and 
you’re so sure... But I have to trust the Doctor — my friend. 
He knows, you see. He knows what the timeline should be. 


ANNA: 

(SCARED) I don’t know if you believe this, or if you’re trying 
to make me say something I shouldn’t, but it’s not fair! I 
think it’s probably best if you go. 


MEL: 
What? 


ANNA: 
Go! 


MEL: 
But the curfew! 
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ANNA: 


Isn’t real, according to you. Well go and try your luck with 
it, Mel. Go on — go! 


MUSIC: SEGUE. 
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30. INT: COMMAND MODULE FOBOS SPACECRAFT 


COMMANDER: 
If I trusted these readings, I’d say we’re being pulled off 
course. 


(LAG) 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
Chayka, we think you have accurately assessed your situation. 


COMMANDER : 
We’re being pulled off course? 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
That’s correct. 


COMMANDER: 
Will I be able to make our orbit? Will I be able to land? 


(LAG) 


COMMANDER: 
Control! What is our new destination? 


MISSION CONTROL: 
We have a theory. 


COMMANDER: 
And? 


MISSION CONTROL: 
Fobos is not being pulled away from Mars. 


COMMANDER: 
(RELIEF) That is good. So where are we heading? 


MISSION CONTROL: 
Towards the beacon. 


COMMANDER: 
(FEARFUL, HOLDING IT TOGETHER) I see. Somebody has plans for 
us, yes? 


MISSION CONTROL: 
We don’t know, Chayka. And we don’t know yet whether or not 
you'll be able to land... 


(BEAT ) 
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MISSION CONTROL: 
Chayka, did you hear that? (BEAT) Are you there, Chayka? Are 
you all right? 


COMMANDER: 


I'm all right. I'm... (EMBARRASSED TO ADMIT IT) a little 
frightened. 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
We understand, Chayka. We’re working very hard for you here. 


COMMANDER : 
I know. I know. Thank you. (TO SELF) But that won't help me 
Land will ks a 


MUSIC: SEGUE. 
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31. INT: POLICE STATION 


MARSDEN: 
What can you tell me about the Fobos mission? 


THE DOCTOR: 
(CHUCKLES) What can I tell you? 


MARSDEN: 
All right, what’s your best guess? 


THE DOCTOR: 
(MUSING) I think your own side isn’t telling itself what’s 
going on. 


(BEAT ) 


THE DOCTOR: 

(CRAFTY) Yes, you thought that too. (TUTS) Humans! You waste 
so much time scheming against each other. If you could only 
work together, you could achieve so much... 


MARSDEN: 
(STRETCHES IN SEAT) But we are working together, under the 
Great Mother. Can we get back to Fobos? 


THE DOCTOR: 

(LAUGHS) A beacon from a dead planet! And now everyone’s 
scared. You’re all wondering: who else has the capability to 
launch a mission to Mars? Most of all, you're wondering who 
could conceal such a huge operation from everyone else. 


MARSDEN: 
(BLAND) You see why that might frighten people. Powerful 
people. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Yes, I imagine there are a great number of very frightened 
people today. 


MARSDEN: 
(CONCEALING IRRITATION) You know what I think? 


THE DOCTOR: 
(AMUSED) Tell me what you think. 


MARSDEN: 
I think you know exactly what’s going on with Fobos. And I 
think that’s because you’re implicated somehow. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Implicated? That’s a strong word! 
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MARSDEN: 
All right. Involved. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(SOFT) Oh, we’re all involved with each other. That’s what 
makes us-- 


MARSDEN: 
Human? 


THE DOCTOR: 
I was going to say... “comrades”. 


MARSDEN: 
You’re no more a comrade than-- 


THE DOCTOR: 
You are? 


(BEAT ) 


MARSDEN: 
(QUIET) Be very careful what you say to me. I have the 
authority to have you shot. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(BORED) Oh, bully for you. (SIGHS) I’m disappointed, Colonel. 
I’ve misjudged you. 


MARSDEN: 

Misjudged me? 

THE DOCTOR: 

I thought you might be one of the interesting ones. The 
serious ones. But you’re just another thug in a world of 
thugs. 


MARSDEN: 
(CALM; HE STILL HAS CARDS TO LAY ON THE TABLE) We’1l see. 


(BEEP ON COMM. SCRAPE OF CHAIR AS MARSDEN STANDS UP) 


MARSDEN: 
Excuse me, please. I must see to this. 


(MARSDEN WALKS ACROSS ROOM) 


THE DOCTOR: 
Can I have my things back? 


(DOOR OPENS ) 
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MARSDEN: 
No. 


(MARSDEN LEAVES AND CLOSES DOOR) 


THE DOCTOR: 
(BORED) Oh, don’t mind me. I can keep myself entertained. 
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32. EXT. LONDON STREET 


(LIGHT TRAFFIC IN THE DISTANCE, A CLOCK TOWER TOLLING EIGHT. 
MEL LEAVES ANNA’S BUILDING, CLOSING THE DOOR BEHIND HER. ) 


MEL: 
(TO HERSELF) Well, that went well. 


(CLOCK FINISHES ) 


MEL: 
Eight o’clock. (SHIVERS) I should be inside... 


(MEL STARTS TO WALK DOWN THE STREET. ) 


MEL: 
Let’s see if there’s a café or something... 


(MEL WALKS ON.) 


POLICEMAN: (SLIGHTLY OFF) 
Hey, you, stop! 


MEL: 
Oh, great... 


POLICEMAN: (SLIGHTLY OFF BUT MOVING IN) 
Wait right there. 


(FOOTSTEPS AS HE APPROACHES ) 


MEL: 
I don’t think so... 


(MEL TURNS AND RUNS. RIFLE COCKS) 


POLICEMAN: 
Stop right there! Stop! 


=i 
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33. INT: COMMAND MODULE FOBOS SPACECRAFT 
MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
We have confirmation of your destination co-ordinates now, 


Chayka. You’re well beyond the landing site. 


COMMANDER: 
I know. 


(LAG) 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
How does it look? 


COMMANDER: 
It looks... beautiful. 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
Shall we take some readings of the area? 


COMMANDER: 
I suppose we may as well. 


(COMMANDER STARTS SCAN OF THE AREA DIRECTLY BELOW. ) 


COMMANDER: 
(GASPS) No! It can’t be! 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
Chayka. What is it? 


COMMANDER: 
There’s something down there! 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
What’s down there? 


COMMANDER: 
They look like buildings — that can’t be right! It can’t be! 
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34. EXT: OUTSIDE POLICE STATION 

(MARSDEN HURRIES DOWN THE STEPS. DIALS A NUMBER ON HIS PHONE. ) 
MARSDEN: 

(SOFT) It’s me. I just heard what’s happening to Fobos. Bring 
the woman. I think we’re going to need her for leverage. 

(A PAUSE AS HE HEARS THE RESPONSE: ANNA HAS LET MEL GO. ) 
MARSDEN: 


What? You’ve got to go and find her! If Central get her we’1l 
be in real trouble! 
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35. EXT. LONDON STREET/ALLEYWAY. 
(MEL, RUNNING, CUTS DOWN AN ALLEY. ) 


MEL: 
(EFFORT OF RUNNING) 


(SHE STOPS, LOOKING AROUND) 


MEL: 
Must be somewhere I can... [HIDE] 


(SHIFTING OF CARDBOARD BOXES AS SHE CONCEALS HERSELF. 
OFF, ON THE MAIN ROAD, THE POLICEMEN APPEAR. ) 


POLICEMAN (OFF): 
Did you see which way she went? 


POLICEMAN 2 (OFF): 
She definitely turned down this way. 


(FOOTSTEPS DRAW CLOSE TO THE MOUTH OF THE ALLEYWAY. ) 


MEL: 
(TRYING TO STEADY BREATHING) Go away... 


(FOOTSTEPS STOP A YARD OR TWO AWAY. ) 


POLICEMAN: 
We should check down these alleys. 
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36. INT. BERLIN HOTEL 


ACE: 
Tom, trust me a little. Tell me why your mission is so urgent. 


TOM: 
(SIGHS) All right. Photographs. 


ACE: 
Photographs? 


TOM: 
Kompromat. 


ACE: 
What’s that then? 


TOM: 
(EMBARRASSED) Oh come on, Dorothy. What do you think? 


ACE: 

(LAUGHS AS SHE REALISES) Oh, I see. What, you caught a Russian 
general in flagrante or something? That's what’s crucial to 
the fate of the West. Getting dodgy pictures back to your 
boss!? 


TOM: 
Something like that. 


ACE: 
Do you have them here? The photographs? 


TOM: 
(SUSPICIOUS AGAIN) Why do you want to know? 


ACE: 
I want to be sure they’re safe. 


(BEAT ) 


TOM: 

I hid them near the Wall. I was on my way to collect them. 
Then I saw you, and thought you were in trouble, and... 
(LAUGHS) No good deed goes unpunished, eh? If I’d left you, 
I'd be safely back by now. 


ACE: 
Look, I didn’t ask you to play the gentleman! 


TOM: 
I mean it. If I’d left you and you’d fallen into the hands of 
the Stasi... 
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ACE: 
(SADLY) Sometimes you have to make compromises. 


TOM: 
They can put that in my obituary. “He was never compromised.” 


ACE: 
Not funny. 


TOM: 
No, it’s not. Anyway, I have to get over the Wall tonight. And 
I’m not sure I can. 


ACE: 
You can't. You know you can't. (BEAT) I don’t see why some 
dodgy pictures are so time-sensitive. 


TOM: 
It’s... complicated. 


(BEAT ) 


ACE: 
That’s all you’re going to say? 


TOM: 
I can’t tell you everything. Not because I don’t trust you, 
but for your own-- 


ACE: 

(INTERRUPTING) Safety, yeah. Because haring round East Berlin 
in the middle of the night is about as safe as it comes. All 
right, I’ll go and get them. 


TOM: 

Dorothy, you’ve been good to me, but do you really think I’11l 
tell you where they are? Once you’ve got them, I won’t see you 
again. 


ACE: 
I won’t do that! 


TOM: 
You come from nowhere. You know East Berlin. You stop me 
crossing the Wall-- 


ACE: 
I stopped you getting killed! 
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TOM: 
This game — we’re all liars, you know. I don’t expect more 
from you than you should from me. 


ACE: 
You might be a liar, but I’m not. Look, you won’t make it. 
It’s me or nobody. 


TOM: 
(SIGHS) All right. Go to Schlegelstrasse. [PRO: SHLAY-GULL- 
STRASS-UH] Number 13. Flat 7. It’s a... well, we use the place 


every so often. They’re under the mattress on the bed. 
(ACE GETS UP FROM THE CREAKING BED. ) 


ACE: 
I’1ll get them. I’1l come straight back here. You wait and see. 


(SHE CROSSES THE ROOM AND OPENS THE DOOR) 


ACE: (SLIGHTLY OFF) 
Seriously. Wait here. Moving will kill you. 


(ACE LEAVES THE ROOM, CLOSING THE CREAKING DOOR BEHIND HER. ) 


TOM: 
(WEARY) Where else would I go? 
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37. INT: POLICE STATION 
(DOOR OPENS AS MARSDEN RE-ENTERS THE ROOM) 


THE DOCTOR: 
I promise I didn’t touch anything. 


(MARSDEN WALKS ACROSS THE ROOM. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
(OWNING UP) All right, I fixed the monitor. You’1l be glad of 
It 


(MARSDEN SITS DOWN. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
(PEEVED MARSDEN ISN’T PLAYING) Something the matter, Colonel? 


MARSDEN: 
So you deny it? 


THE DOCTOR: 
Oh, I deny everything, as a matter of form. 


MARSDEN: 
You're not trying to sabotage the Fobos mission? 


THE DOCTOR: 
You don’t believe that. 


MARSDEN: 
But you do know what’s going on. 


THE DOCTOR: 
That it’s being pulled away from its planned landing site and 
towards this beacon — whatever that is? 


MARSDEN: 
(STARTLED) How on earth do you know that? 


THE DOCTOR: 
I didn’t. Lucky guess. You looked worried. It was either that 
or the alien invasion fleet was landing. 


MARSDEN: 
(SHORT LAUGH) I walked right into that one. 


THE DOCTOR: 
You should trust your instincts, Colonel. And your files. 
Because I think they’re telling you to trust me. 
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38. EXT: ALLEYWAY 
(CRACKLE OF POLICE RADIO. ) 


POLICEMAN: 
Reports of a disturbance near Whitehall. . 


POLICEMAN 2: 
We should check down here first. 


POLICEMAN: 

No time, we're to get over there. (DISMISSIVE) So someone 
broke curfew... Tonight's their lucky night, we have bigger 
problems. 


(FOOTSTEPS AS THEY HURRY ON.) 


MEL: 
(BREATHING HEAVILY; TO HERSELF) That was close... 


ANNA: 
(SOFTLY) Mel. 


MEL: 
(GASPS IN SURPRISE) Don’t do that! (GETS BREATH) I didn't hear 
you coming. 


ANNA: 
You should come back to the flat. 


MEL: 
So you can throw me out again? 


ANNA: 
I’m sorry. Please, this isn’t safe for you. 


MEL: 
Why? 


ANNA: 
I think I know how to find your friend. 
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39. INT: POLICE STATION 


MARSDEN: 

When I joined the police, just before the Red Millennium, my 
superior was just coming up to retirement. (LAUGHS) The old 
man! He’d been around forever. Seen it all change. He was full 
of stories. 


THE DOCTOR: 
What kind of stories? 


MARSDEN: 

He liked to talk about the old days, before... Well. Before 
Mokoshia. He was seconded for a while to intelligence. And he 
remembered all sorts. 


THE DOCTOR: 
When was this? 


MARSDEN: 
During the sixties. Busy time. He got out just before the 
Mokoshians took over-- 


THE DOCTOR: 
(SOFT) Careful, Colonel. Your sympathies are showing. 


MARSDEN: 
Before we joined the Great Family under the care of the 
Motherland. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Better. Tell me about his stories. 


MARSDEN: 

I didn’t pay much attention at the time. But when I left the 
police for the Ministry, he sent me some files. A name, a 
special advisor, back when he was starting out. Top level. 
Very hush hush. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(SOFT) Yes, it would be. 


MARSDEN: 
And then there was the box. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(BLITHE) Of course, it mightn’t be me. Did anyone mention the 
dimensions of the box? Could be more of a shoebox— 


MARSDEN: 
The blue box. 
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THE DOCTOR: 
Ah. 


MARSDEN: 

I don’t know if anyone else knows about this. Once we became 
part of Mokoshia, there were a lot of changes in the police 
and intelligence services. A lot of records got destroyed long 
before they could fall into... 


THE DOCTOR: 
(SHARP) Enemy hands? 


(BEAT ) 


MARSDEN: 
I didn’t say that. 


THE DOCTOR: 
No, well, all comrades now, eh? 


MARSDEN: 
That’s right. But I’ve found in life that it makes sense to 
keep a few cards close to your chest. 


THE DOCTOR: 
So you know about me, but you don’t know if your superiors 
know about me, and you don’t know if they know that you know. 


MARSDEN: 
Something like that. 


THE DOCTOR: 
I’m glad of the clarification. 


MARSDEN: 
And here you are. The special advisor. But what I don’t 
understand is... (BURSTS OUT) Why didn’t you come sooner? 


THE DOCTOR: 
What? 


MARSDEN: 
It wasn’t a bloodless conquest, you know. Where were you, all 


these years? 


SOKOLOV: (BEYOND THE DOOR; VOICE RAISED) 
I will find my own way! 


(WE CAN HEAR SOKOLOV APPROACHING THE OFFICE. ) 


MARSDEN: 
Damn it! Sokolov. From Central Security. 
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THE DOCTOR: 
(MUSING) KGB... in another world and time... 
MARSDEN: 


You don’t want to fall into his hands. 


THE DOCTOR: 
I’d imagine not. 


(THE DOOR OPENS; CHAIR SCRAPES AS MARSDEN JUMPS TO HIS FEET; 
SOKOLOV ENTERS ) 


MARSDEN: 
Commander! 


SOKOLOV: 
Colonel! No need to stand, please, please, do sit down... 


MARSDEN: 
I wasn’t expecting to see you again today. 


SOKOLOV: 
No, I don’t suppose you were. 


MARSDEN: 
Was there something in particular you wanted, sir? 


SOKOLOV: 
Yes. Your guest. 


MUSIC: SEGUE. 
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40. EXT: BERLIN STREET, 1961 
(RAIN; WET STREET, ACE IS WALKING ALONG) 


MAP: 
You have arrived at Schlegelstrasse. [PRO: SHLAY-GULL-STRASS- 
UH] 


ACE: 
Ta. All right, where are we? Number five, number nine... 


(SHE STOPS.) 


ACE: 
Here we are, number 13. (BEAT) Bit grubby. You'd think Her 
Majesty’s Government could stretch to something flashier... 


MAP: 
Turn left. 


ACE: 
What are you on about, I’m here! Right, doorbells. (BEAT) Hang 
on, that’s not right. 


MAP: 
Turn left. 


ACE: 
Ssh, I’m trying to concentrate! (BEAT) Oh for heaven’s sake... 
There isn’t a flat 7 at number 13 Schlegelstrasse! 


MAP: 
Turn left. Turn left. Turn left. 


ACE: 
There isn’t a left, you stupid piece of junk! It’s a dead end 
street! The next left is probably in Frankfurt! 


MAP: 
Turn left! 


(SOUND OF MACHINE BEING SWITCHED OFF.) 


ACE: 

Yes, well, I think I know what’s happened here. Tom, if you 
had to send me running around East Berlin in the rain, you 
could at least have sent me to a bier keller! 
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41. INT: ANNA’S FLAT 


ANNA: 
I’m going to trust you, Mel. What I say now — you mustn’t 
repeat. 


MEL: 
I’1ll do my best. Go on. 


ANNA: 
(MORE QUIETLY) I’m part of a group... activists, students... 


MEL: 
I understand. 


ANNA: 
Before, when you told me your story, I thought you were trying 
to infiltrate us. 


MEL: 
(LAUGHS) I’ve never infiltrated anything in my life! Not 
natural spy material, me! Red hair. Stands out. 


ANNA: 

(LAUGHS BACK) Yes, I thought afterwards, you didn’t seem the 
type... You seemed, well, honest. Open. 

MEL: 


What you see is what you get. 


ANNA: 
Anyway, I thought that at least I could try to help... 


MEL: 
(ALERT) You think you and your friends can get the Doctor out? 


ANNA: 
I didn’t say that. I can help find out where he is. 


MEL: 
Well, that’s a start! 


ANNA: 

But I think I know where already... Mel, you need to prepare 
yourself. You can’t fight these people. You can’t get friends 
out. You just try to find out what’s been done to them. 


MEL: 
But why would he be arrested? He hasn’t done anything! 


ANNA: 
He was saying some pretty stupid things. 
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MEL: 
That’s enough to have someone arrested? 


ANNA: 
And more. 


MEL: 
More. You mean interrogation? (BEAT) Torture? 


(ANNA STANDS UP.) 


MEL: 
Where are you going? 


ANNA: 
Out. I’ll try to get some news. 


(ANNA WALKS OVER TO THE DOOR AND OPENS IT.) 


MEL: 
Will you be safe? 


ANNA: 
(SMALL LAUGH) I have ways and means. Don’t worry about me. But 
don’t go anywhere. 


(ANNA LEAVES, CLOSING THE DOOR BEHIND HER. ) 


MEL: 
I’ve nowhere else to go! 
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42. INT. POLICE STATION 

SOKOLOV: 

Anyway, Colonel, I’m sure you have better things to do. 
you'll sign the release form, I can relieve you of your 
responsibility towards your guest. 


MARSDEN: 
There’s really no need. I was about to release him. 


(BEAT ) 


SOKOLOV: 
Oh yes? 


MARSDEN: 
He’s just a harmless crank. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Less of the ‘harmless’! 


SOKOLOV: 
One on whom you have spent considerable time today. 


MARSDEN: 


If 


I thought he was of interest. But we’ve talked and... Well, 


let’s say that now I feel sorry for him. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(AGGRIEVED) That’s just unkind! 


SOKOLOV: 


Your tender-heartedness does you credit. Nevertheless, you 
have your duties to attend to, and I would hate to interrupt 


you any further. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Don’t I get a say in this? 


MARSDEN AND SOKOLOV: 
No. 


THE DOCTOR: 
This is all very high-handed— 


SOKOLOV: 
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And you can make a complaint later. In the meantime — sign the 


form, please, Colonel. 
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43. INT: COMMAND MODULE FOBOS SPACECRAFT 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
Chayka, we’ve decided to go ahead with the landing. 


(LAG) 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
We understand that this may cause concern. 


COMMANDER: 
(CALM) It’s not what we practiced. We don’t know the terrain. 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
We know. But your scans have given us good information and we 
think the risk is reasonable. 


(BEAT ) 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
Chayka? 


COMMANDER: 
It’s a long way to come without trying. 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
Indeed, Chayka! Let’s start looking over the landing 
protocols. 
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44. EXT. LONDON STREET 
(ANNA’S QUICK FOOTSTEPS ALONG THE STREET) 


POLICEMAN (OFF): 
Hey, miss! Stop! 


(ANNA QUICKENS HER PACE. POLICEMAN GIVES CHASE) 


POLICEMAN: 
Stop! 


(ANNA STOPS AND WAITS TILL POLICEMAN CATCHES UP WITH HER.) 


POLICEMAN : 
Your papers, please, miss. 


ANNA: 
I’m in a hurry! 


POLICEMAN: 
Your papers! Now! 
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45: EXT. BERLIN STREET 
(ACE WALKING ALONG. SHE STOPS. ) 


ACE: 
I don’t remember this street. 


(BEEPS AS SHE TURNS THE MAP ON.) 


MAP: 
Turn... Turn... Turn... At the next turn, turn! 


ACE: 
Even the map can't find its way in this mist. 


(THERE IS A GENTLE RUSHING SOUND, LIKE RAIN) 


ACE: 
Thanks for another great weekend break, Professor. 


(WALKING; THE RAIN SEEMS TO GET HEAVIER, THEN STARTS TO BECOME 
A BUZZ, LIKE A TELEVISION TUNED TO A DEAD CHANNEL. ) 


ACE: 
That... looks like something more than mist to me. 


(BUZZ; PERHAPS SOME STATIC, LIKE A COMMS CHANNEL GOING DEAD. ) 
ACE: 
You know what? I think I’ll just go back the way I came... 


Map, make yourself useful. Find me another route. 


(SHE TURNS, BUT BEHIND HER THE RUSHING AND BUZZING IS GETTING 
STRONGER AND STRONGER. ) 


MAP: 
Turn... Turn... Turn! 


ACE: 
Turn where? Where’s the street gone? 


MAP: 
This street no longer exists in this timeline. 


(BUZZING DRAWS CLOSER) 


ACE: 
What? What’s happening? 
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MAP: 

Tieckstrasse [PRO: TUHYEEK-STRASS-UH THOUGH THE FIRST SYLLABLE 
SHOULD ONLY HAVE A HINT OF THE 'TUHY', IT'S TEAK BUT WITH THE 
SLIGHTEST SHIFT] no longer exists. No longer exists. No 
longer... No longer... 

(VERY CLOSE NOW) 


ACE: 
(TERRIFIED) There’s nothing there! There’s nothing there! 


(BUZZ LOUDER; DROWNING OUT EVERYTHING ELSE) 
MUSIC: CRASH IN TITLES. 


END OF PART TWO 


DW-MR237-APRIL2018 — Red Planets by Una McCormack 77 


PART THREE 


MUSIC: OPENING THEME 


[REPRISE: 


(ACE TURNS, BUT BEHIND HER THE RUSHING AND BUZZING IS GETTING 
STRONGER AND STRONGER. ) 


MAP: 
Turn... Turn... Turn! 


ACE: 
Turn where? Where’s the street gone? 


MAP: 
This street no longer exists in this timeline. 


(BUZZING DRAWS CLOSER) 


ACE: 
What? What’s happening? 


MAP: 

Tieckstrasse [PRO: TUHYEEK-STRASS-UH THOUGH THE FIRST SYLLABLE 
SHOULD ONLY HAVE A HINT OF THE 'TUHY', IT'S TEAK BUT WITH THE 
SLIGHTEST SHIFT] no longer exists. No longer exists. No 
longer... No longer... 


(VERY CLOSE NOW) 


ACE: 
(TERRIFIED) There’s nothing there! There’s nothing there! 


(BUZZ LOUDER; DROWNING OUT EVERYTHING ELSE) 

END OF REPRISE. ] 

46. EXT. BERLIN STREET (CONTINUOUS) 

(BUZZING OF THE VOID, LIKE STATIC, VERY CLOSE) 

MAP: 

(URGENT; IT’S BACK ON TOP OF THINGS) Turn right! Then straight 


ahead! 


ACE: 
Are you sure? 


MAP: 
Proceed with all haste! 
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(ACE STARTS RUNNING) 


ACE: 
You don’t need to tell me twice! 


(ACE’S FOOTSTEPS FADE INTO THE DISTANCE) 
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47. EXT. LONDON STREET 


(NIGHT. VERY LITTLE TRAFFIC. A POLICE SIREN WAILING IN THE 
DISTANCE. ) 


[REPRISE OF THE END OF SCENE 44: 


POLICEMAN: 
Your papers, please, miss. 


ANNA: 
Lm ina-ehurry! 


POLICEMAN: 
Your papers! Now! 


SCENE CONTINUES: ] 
(RUSTLE AS ANNA PULLS OUT HER ID CARD) 
(BEAT) 


POLICEMAN: 
My apologies, Major! I, er-- 


ANNA: 
(INTERRUPTING; HARD) Where’s your salute, soldier? 


(SOLDIER SALUTES WITH A CLATTER OF BOOT HEELS) 


ANNA: 
That’s better. 


POLICEMAN: 
(SUBDUED) Apologies, Major. I didn’t realise who you were. 


ANNA: 
Well, you do now. 


(FOOTSTEPS AS ANNA MOVES ON) 


POLICEMAN : 
(WHISTLES UNDER BREATH; TO HIMSELF) That was close! 
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48. EXT. STREET OUTSIDE BERLIN HOTEL/HOTEL ROOM. 


(ACE, RUNNING, REACHES THE HOTEL DOOR. STOPS TO CATCH HER 
BREATH. ) 


MAP: 
(CALM) You have arrived at your destination. 


ACE: 
You can shut up. 


(TURNS OFF MAP.) 


ACE: 
(NARKED) Right, Tom Elliot. I want a word with you. 


(ACE OPENS DOOR TO THE HOTEL. RUNS UPSTAIRS, ALONG THIN 
CARPET, TO THE ROOM WHERE SHE LEFT TOM. SHE OPENS THE DOOR, 
TALKING TO TOM AS SHE ENTERS. ) 


ACE: 

(STILL BREATHLESS; STILL NARKED) Right, mister, what do you 
think you’re playing at! (BEAT) Oh no! Tom, you idiot! Where 
have you gone? 
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49. INT: ANNA’S FLAT 
(THE DOOR CREAKS OPEN AND ANNA ENTERS. ) 


MEL: 
Oh, Anna! Thank goodness. 


(ANNA WALKS IN AND CLOSES THE DOOR BEHIND HER. SHE HEADS OVER 
TO MEL, SITTING IN ONE OF THE ARMCHAIRS. ) 


MEL: 
Any news of my friend? 


(ANNA FLOPS INTO CHAIR) 


ANNA: 
Do you understand the difference between the local state 
police and Central Security? 


MEL: 
If I ever knew that, it’s gone. 


ANNA: 

There are two distinct branches of security. One, run from the 
Ministry, is local — connected to the police force. The other 
is Central Security. It’s staffed and run by the Mokoshians, 
and reports right back to the top. 


MEL: 
Well, the Doctor always finds trouble, so I’m guessing he’s 
with the last bunch. 


ANNA: 
You’re right. 


MEL: 
From your expression, I’m guessing they’re not particularly 
nice. Even by the usual standards of secret police. 


ANNA: 

Central Security are going to take over his interrogation, but 
he’s not at their HQ yet. If they get him there — he’s lost. 

I have an idea. It’s risky, but... (LEAVES IT HANGING) 


MEL: 
What choice do we have? Let's hear it... 
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50. INT. FOBOS COMMAND MODULE 
(FLIPPING OF SWITCHES, FINAL PREPARATIONS. ) 


COMMANDER: 
I'm ready to enter Mars atmosphere. 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
The Mother guide and guard you. 


(RUSH STARTS AS FOBOS DESCENDS THROUGH THE ATMOSPHERE. THE 
CAPSULE IS BUFFETED ABOUT. ) 


(CROSS TO MISSION CONTROL: THIS VOICE NOW LIVE WITH NOTHING 
BUT STATIC COMING THROUGH FROM THE COMMAND MODULE) 


MISSION CONTROL: 
Fobos, are you there? 


(STATIC) 


MISSION CONTROL: 
Fobos, are you there? 


(STATIC) 


MISSION CONTROL: 
Chayka, can you hear us? 
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51. INT: SOKOLOV’S CAR 


(CAR DOORS SLAM BEHIND THE DOCTOR AND SOKOLOV. SOKOLOV RAPS ON 
SCREEN BETWEEN FRONT AND BACK SEATS. ) 


SOKOLOV: 
(TO DRIVER) Back to headquarters, please. 


THE DOCTOR: 
And where is that exactly? 


(CAR PULLS OFF) 


SOKOLOV: 
I believe the building used to be called Lambeth Palace. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(AMUSED) Earthly authorities reign supreme, eh? 


SOKOLOV: 
(SLY) No need for archbishops these days. Or churches. Or god. 


THE DOCTOR: 
But still a great need of palaces. 


SOKOLOV: 
(LAUGHS) A shame to let fine buildings fall to ruin. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(SARCASTIC) Oh, indeed. 


SOKOLOV: 
(AMUSED) We’re not barbarians. 


THE DOCTOR: 
That remains to be seen. 


SOKOLOV: 
(CHANGING THE SUBJECT) I understand you are aware of the 
difficulties faced by the Fobos mission. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(BRISK) There’s a beacon on Mars. And the ship has been pulled 
off course towards it. 


(BEAT ) 


SOKOLOV: 

(SLIGHTY CAUGHT ON THE HOP) Marsden’s briefed you thoroughly. 
(GATHERS HIMSELF) As thoroughly as he is able. (SLIGHT LAUGH) 
We don’t tell the locals everything. 


DW-MR237-APRIL2018 — Red Planets by Una McCormack 84 


THE DOCTOR: 
(DRY) Some comrades more equal than others? 


SOKOLOV: 
Some are not as comradely as we would like. On the surface, 
Marsden is loyal, yes, but one must take precautions. 


THE DOCTOR: 
And what have you chosen to conceal from him? 


SOKOLOV: 
There isn’t just a beacon on Mars. There’s a base there too. 


MUSIC: SEGUE. 
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52. EXT. BERLIN STREET 


(TOM STRUGGLES THROUGH EAST BERLIN, IN PAIN AND INCREASINGLY 
BEWILDERED AS STREETS DISAPPEAR AROUND HIM.) 


TOM: 
(TO HIMSELF) It’s got to be here somewhere... Where’s it gone? 


(FOOTSTEPS IN DISTANCE AS ACE CHASES HIM.) 


ACE: 
(FROM A SLIGHT DISTANCE) Tom! Wait! 


TOM: 
(GROANS; HE’S CAUGHT) Oh no! (PAINFUL BREATHING) 


(TOM STRUGGLES ON, FOOTSTEPS HEAVY AND FALTERING) 


ACE: 
(CLOSER) Wait! 


(ACE CATCHES UP WITH HIM. ) 


TOM: 
(BREATHING HEAVILY; IN PAIN) 


ACE: 
I told you to wait for me! 


TOM: 
(STIFLES A SOB) 


ACE: 
Tom, are you okay? 


TOM: 
(SCARED) Dorothy. I think I’m losing my mind... The streets. 
They don’t make any sense! 


ACE: 
(GRIM) Yeah. I’ve noticed. 


TOM: 
This mist... Can you see it? Is this what dying feels like? 


ACE: 

(COMPASSION) It’s OK, mate. You’re feverish, Tom, but this 
isn’t you. I can see the mist too. Sit down. You need a rest. 
And we need to talk. 
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53. INT. SOKOLOV’S CAR 


THE DOCTOR: 
A base? Who built it? 


SOKOLOV: 
No Earth government. We're quite sure of that. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Quite sure? 


SOKOLOV: 
Quite. (BEAT) Which leaves one rather disturbing possibility. 
I believe you may have experience of the... How shall I put 


this? Of the non-terrestrial. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(AIRY) I’m just a traveller, passing through... 


SOKOLOV: 
Traveller, yes, I have photographic evidence regarding that... 


(RUSTLE AS HE HANDS PHOTOS OVER. BEAT AS THE DOCTOR EXAMINES 
THEM. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
Ah. 


SOKOLOV: 
T-A-R-D-I-S. That’s its name, yes? 


THE DOCTOR: 
I don’t customarily spell it out... (CURIOUS) How did you get 
these? 


SOKOLOV: 

When we liberated the British from the shackles of monarchist 
feudalism, many of their former agents were persuaded that 
their expertise would be of great use to us. 


THE DOCTOR: 
You mean you tortured them. 


SOKOLOV: 
(UNFAZED) In the cause of international comradeship. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(DISGUSTED) Yes, yes... 
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SOKOLOV: 

So... If anyone can help explain the presence on Mars of a 
base that cannot possibly be there, it will be surely be the 
man who can travel in space and time. 


MUSIC: SEGUE. 
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54. INT. MISSION CONTROL 


MISSION CONTROL: 
Chayka? Can you hear me? 


(A COUPLE OF BEATS, FINALLY: ) 


COMMANDER: (D.) 
(DISTORT) I hear you, Zarya. 


MISSION CONTROL WILDTRACK: 
(APPLAUSE & CHEERING) She did it! She's down! 


MISSION CONTROL: 
(RELIEF) It’s good to hear you, Chayka. (BEAT) What can you 


see? 


COMMANDER: (D.) 


It's... Some sort of structure. Definitely manmade. I can't 
really tell much from here. I'll need to... (LEAVES IT 
HANGING) 


MISSION CONTROL: 
You'll need to go out there, Chayka. 


COMMANDER: (D.) 
(FULL OF FEAR) Yes. 
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55. INT. SOKOLOV’S CAR 


SOKOLOV: 
What can you tell me about Mars? Is there alien life there? 


THE DOCTOR: 
(SHORT) That’s a long story. 


SOKOLOV: 
We’ll have as much time as we need when we arrive. We’re not 
far now. 


(SUDDENLY: EXPLOSION OUTSIDE, BIG ENOUGH TO BUFFET THE CAR. ) 


SOKOLOV: 
(PANICKED) What’s happening? 


(SCREECH OF BRAKES AS CAR VEERS) 


SOKOLOV: 
Hold on! Hold on! 


MUSIC: SEGUE. 
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56. EXT: BERLIN STREET 

(ACE HELPING TOM ALONG. ) 

TOM: 

Every street seems to lead away from the Wall and back towards 
the hotel! I know Berlin like the back of my hand! 

(HE STOPS WALKING) 


There was a bar here... (FOND MEMORY) A girl... Julie... But 
where’s it gone? 


ACE: 
(GRIM) I don’t know. 


TOM: 

That shop, there, should be a mile away! It’s like the streets 
have folded together... What’s happened to the places in 
between? 

ACE: 


I think Berlin is disappearing. 


TOM: 
What? 


ACE: 
I know, impossible. (CROSS) I tell you what, Tom — I could 
have done without you sending me off on a pointless walk. 


TOM: 
(GUILTILY) I don’t know what you mean. 


ACE: 
You have the photos with you right now, don’t you? You had 
them all the time. 


TOM: 
(SLIGHTLY ASHAMED) I thought I could get to the Wall. 


ACE: 
Even before all this — you wouldn’t have made it. They were 
onto you! Haven't you sussed that yet? You’d be dead without 
me! 


TOM: 
(SIGHS IN PAIN AND DOUBT) 


ACE: 
(BRUTAL) You’re dying, Tom. You’re not going to make it, not 
alone — and definitely not through this mist. 
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TOM: 
(GROANS IN DESPAIR) 


ACE: 
But I just might, and I promise you I’11 do my best to take 
you over the Wall with me. 


TOM: 
There’s so much at stake... 


ACE: 

Yeah, the whole fate of Western Europe. You’re going to have 
to make your mind up. This mist — whatever it is — it’s not 
working to your timetable. 


TOM: 
All right. I’1ll trust you. But you’ve got to tell me the truth 
about what’s happening here. 


(CHURCH CLOCK STARTS TO CHIME FIVE; FADES) 
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57. EXT: LONDON STREET 
(FAINT TRAFFIC SOUNDS ) 


(ANNA WALKS OVER TO MEL. PULLS TWO PASSES OUT OF HER POCKET 
AND GIVES ONE TO MEL. ) 


MEL: 
What are these? 


ANNA: 
Night passes. You’1ll need one, if we’re stopped. 


MEL: 
Are they real? 


ANNA: 
They’re good enough. They say that we’re essential services, 
sO we can go around after curfew. There’s a nurse and... 


MEL: 
(SMALL LAUGH) A doctor. Can I have that one? 
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58. EXT. LONDON STREET 
(THE AFTER EFFECTS OF THE EXPLOSION. SOME RUBBLE TOPPLES. ) 


PASSERBY WILDTRACK: 
(COUGHING, GENERAL PANIC) Over here! Help! Etc. 


(THE DOOR TO SOKOLOV’S CAR OPENS, NOT SMOOTHLY. THE DOCTOR 
EMERGES, COUGHING. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
(COUGHING) Are you all right in there, Commander? 


SOKOLOV: 
(NOT INJURED) I’m stuck! 


THE DOCTOR: 
Oh, you’re going to be fine. 


SOKOLOV: 
Help me get out! 


(IN THE DISTANCE, A SIREN WAILS) 


THE DOCTOR: 
(CHEERFUL) Help’s on its way. 


SOKOLOV: 
Doctor-- 


THE DOCTOR: 
And so am I. A pleasure talking to you, Commander! 


SOKOLOV: (FADING AS THE DOCTOR MOVES AWAY) 
(LIVID) Doctor! Doctor come back here! 


(THE DOCTOR MOVES AWAY, WE FOLLOW. HIS PACE QUICKENS, 
SOKOLOV'S VOICE FADING BEHIND HIM. MARSDEN CUTS OFF HIS 
ESCAPE. ) 


MARSDEN: 
That’s far enough. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(STARTLED) Colonel? (DISGRUNTLED) I can’t shake any of you 
off, can I? 


MARSDEN: 
I’m afraid not. But I’m a much better bet than Sokolov. 
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59. INT. MISSION CONTROL 


MISSION CONTROL: 
Chayka, all the signs from inside your suit are good. Are you 
ready to go? 


COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 
(DEEP BREATH; NERVOUS) I’m ready. (SLIGHT EFFORT OF WALKING) 
I’m at the hatch now, Zarya. 


MISSION CONTROL: 
Check your suit one last time. 


COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 
All good, Zarya. 


MISSION CONTROL: 
Proceed to opening the hatch. 


(WE HEAR THE COMMANDER OPENING THE HATCH, A HEAVY METAL DOOR, 
A SLIGHT HISS.) 


COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 
It’s open, Zarya. 


MISSION CONTROL: 
Are you ready to leave the module? 


COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 
This was supposed to be such a beautiful moment. Making 
history. 


MISSION CONTROL: 
You still are. 


COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 
Indeed. First contact. Maybe. (BREATHES OUT WITH NERVES) Let's 
just hope they're friendly. 


(THROUGH THE DISTORT, WE HEAR HER STEP ONTO THE SURFACE OF 
MARS. ) 


COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 
Brother Mars, we come in peace from Sister Earth. We come in 
peace and comradeship. 
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60. INT: LONDON CAFE 


(BELL ON CAFE DOOR RINGS AS MEL AND ANNA GO IN. CAFE SOUNDS: A 
COFFEE MACHINE HISSES. SOMEONE CLATTERING, OFF, IN KITCHEN. 
MUSIC THROUGH A RADIO) 


MUSIC: SOMETHING POP BUT NOT OBTRUSIVE (D.) 


MEL: 
What’s this place? 


ANNA: 
Staff from the hospital come here between shifts. The police 
leave them alone. Sit down. I’1ll get us a couple of coffees. 


(ANNA HEADS TO THE COUNTER. MEL PULLS OUT A CHAIR TO SIT DOWN, 
INTERRUPTED AS THE BELL RINGS AGAIN, THE DOCTOR AND MARSDEN 
COMING IN) 


MEL: 
Doctor! 


(THE DOCTOR AND MARSDEN WALK OVER TO MEET HER. MEL EMBRACES 
THE DOCTOR. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
Hello, Mel. Everything all right? 


MEL: 
Fine. Hey, look at this, I’m a doctor too now. 


MARSDEN: 
(POLITE COUGH) 


MEL: 
(SUSPICIOUS) Who’s your friend with the badge? Looks official. 


(THE DOCTOR PULLS OUT A CHAIR, SITS DOWN. MEL FOLLOWS SUIT. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
He is official. But I think he’s on our side for now. 


MEL: 
(QUIET) Any word from Ace? 


THE DOCTOR: 
(WORRIED) Nothing... 


(ANNA RETURNS TO TABLE, CARRYING COFFEES ) 


ANNA: 
Colonel. 
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MARSDEN: 
Major. Allow me. 


(HE TAKES THE TRAY FROM HER AND PUTS IT DOWN ON THE TABLE) 


ANNA: 
(DRY) Black, no sugar. 


MARSDEN: 
(WARM) Thank you. 


(ANNA AND MARSDEN BOTH PULL OUT CHAIRS AND SIT DOWN) 


MEL: 
Hang on. Major? 


ANNA: 
I’m his contact. 


MEL: 
His contact? 


MARSDEN: 
In the underground. 


MEL: 
I didn’t see that coming... Anna, whose side are you on 
exactly? 


ANNA: 
That’s complicated. 


THE DOCTOR: 
There’s a hierarchy of enemies here, Mel. But I think for the 
moment we’re all on the same side. 


MARSDEN: 
(HE LOVES HER, THOUGH HE TRIES TO HIDE IT, HE SIGHS IN RELIEF) 
I’m glad you’re safe, Anna. 


ANNA: 
(SHE LOVES HIM TOO) You too, Neil. 


MEL: 
(NOTICING WHAT'S PASSED BETWEEN THEM) Oh, I see. 


MARSDEN: 
(COVERING THE MOMENT) That was noisier than I was expecting, 
Major! 
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THE DOCTOR: 
(STARTLED; ANNOYED) What? That explosion was because of you? 


ANNA: 
My friends. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(ANGRY) Someone could have been hurt! 


ANNA: 
We had to get you away somehow-- 


THE DOCTOR: 
Bombs, bombs! When will you people learn — it doesn’t solve 
anything! 
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61. INT. MISSION CONTROL 


MISSION CONTROL: 
All right, Chayka. What can you see? 


COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 
So beautiful. So bare... 


MISSION CONTROL: 
Can you see the building you detected — or whatever it is? 


(LAG) 


MISSION CONTROL: 
Chayka, try to keep talking if you can. 


COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 
(HEAVY BREATHING THROUGHOUT AS SHE WALKS) Yes, yes... A 
building. Not big. I'm heading towards it now. 


MISSION CONTROL: 
Far away? 


COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 
Fifty yards. (BEAT) They did a good job on the landing, 
whoever they are. 


MISSION CONTROL: 
That’s good news — they have your wellbeing at heart. 


COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 
Let us hope so. 


(BEAT ) 


MISSION CONTROL: 
Chayka? 


COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 
I’m fine, Zarya. (BEAT) I’m by the building. It’s... scarred. 
Old. And yet... 


MISSION CONTROL: 
And yet? 


COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 

Like nothing I've ever seen. Even from outside, just the shape 
of it, the type of metal even, I can tell this is technology 
far in advance of ours. 


MISSION CONTROL: 
Look for a door, Chayka. 
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COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 
(BREATHING AS SHE WALKS) I can see one. How can something like 
this, something so advanced, look so old? 


MISSION CONTROL: 
Maybe we'll find out when we get inside. 


(LAG) 


MISSION CONTROL: 
Chayka? 


COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 
I’m at the door. 
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62. EXT: BERLIN STREET 


(THE CHURCH CLOCK FROM EARLIER FINISHES FIVE. ACE TAKES OUT 
THE ‘MAP’. IT BEEPS, LISTLESSLY. ) 


MAP: 
Turn... Turn... Turn... 


TOM: 
What on earth is that? 


ACE: 
It’s supposed to give me directions. 


TOM: 
I’ve never seen anything like it! Did you get it from the 
Yanks? They never share their stuff with us! 


ACE: 
(CURT) Got it from a mate. 


TOM: 
Where is he now? 


ACE: 
(SIGHS) I wish I knew. I haven’t been able to raise him. 


TOM: 
Occupational hazard. 


ACE: 
Hang on, let’s check something. Map, tell me again — where’s 
Tieckstrasse? 


MAP: 
Tieckstrasse does not exist in this timeline. 


ACE: 
Yeah, that’s what I thought you said. 


TOM: 
What does that mean? 


ACE: 
Well, time’s being mucked about with, that’s for sure. 


TOM: 
(PUZZLED) What, you mean, like daylight savings? 
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ACE: 

(SOFT LAUGH) No, not like that. I mean... I think the future 
is changing, all around us. We’re right at the heart of it. 
(SNORTS) Lucky us. 


TOM: 
How do you change the future? It hasn’t happened yet. (FIRM) 
No, the mist. That’s the key. 


ACE: 
Mists don’t destroy streets. 


TOM: 
What about gas? Some new kind of bomb. 


ACE: 
Tom, there’s nothing there. Not ash, not dust — nothing! A 
void! 


TOM: 
You said that we’re right in the heart of it. 


ACE: 

Berlin. November nineteen sixty-one. Three months after the 
Wall went up. Twenty-eight years before it comes down again... 
If it ever does. 


TOM: 
(SHOCKED BY WHAT SHE'S SAYING) Dorothy, who are you? 


ACE: 

And that future’s folding up on itself... disappearing... But 
why? What’s it centred on? (BEAT) Tom, is there anything about 
your mission you’re not telling me? 


(SUDDENLY: FOOTSTEPS ) 


EAST GERMAN SOLDIER: 
Wait! Stop! 


MUSIC: SEGUE. 
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63. INT: LONDON CAFE 


ANNA: 
Nobody was hurt! 


THE DOCTOR: 
You couldn't know that would be the case! 


ANNA: 
It was smoke and noise, nothing more, I swear. 


MARSDEN: 
We’re not idiots, Doctor. We know what we're doing. 


THE DOCTOR: 
You're not alone there. 


MARSDEN: 
What do you mean? 


THE DOCTOR: 
Sokolov. He knew all about me. 


ANNA: 
(DISMAYED) Oh no! 


MARSDEN: 
Damn. My old guv’nor was sure he was the only one left who 
knew. There was nobody else left! It was a terrible time. 


THE DOCTOR: 
I can imagine. A bomb on Berlin. Tanks in Western Europe. 


MARSDEN: 
Then the purges. He couldn’t understand why you weren’t there 
to help. He died wondering why you’d abandoned us. 


THE DOCTOR: 
I'm here now. 


MARSDEN: 
And will you help? 


THE DOCTOR: 
(NON-COMMITTAL: HE KNOWS HE HAS TO END THIS TIMELINE, WHICH 
WILL WIPE OUT EVERYONE HERE) We’1l see. 


ANNA: 
(FIRM) We want something better than this. A better future. 


DW-MR237-APRIL2018 — Red Planets by Una McCormack 103 


THE DOCTOR: 
You too, Colonel? Do you want a better future? What do you 
care about? 


MARSDEN: 
(SOFTLY) My home. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Ah, a patriot! 


ANNA: 
There are worse things to be. 


THE DOCTOR: 
My country, right or wrong-- 


MARSDEN: 

Why not? If it’s not the Mokoshians, it’s the Americans. I’m 
sick of it. Sick of not being my own master. I want to make my 
own decisions. Be my own man. I want my actions to matter. 


ANNA: 
Right now we’re nothing more than servants. I want to be free. 


THE DOCTOR: 
I can’t make any promises... (BEAT) Major, I wonder if Mel and 
I could borrow those passes? 


ANNA: 
Why? 


THE DOCTOR: 
If I can get back to the TARDIS-- 


MARSDEN: 
You don’t need passes. We’ll take you there. 


THE DOCTOR: 
I’m sure we can manage-- 


(CHAIR SCRAPES AS MARSDEN STANDS UP.) 


MARSDEN: 
(FIRM) You’ll be safer if we take you. 


(THE DOCTOR, MEL AND ANNA STAND. THE DOCTOR HOLDS BACK 
SLIGHTLY AS MARSDEN AND ANNA GO AHEAD. ) 


MEL: 
(SOFTLY) Doctor, is this a good idea? 
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THE DOCTOR: 
(SOFTLY) No. We’ve got to shake them off somehow... They'1l 


only make things more difficult. 


MEL: 
(SOFTLY) To find out how this present came to pass? 


DOCTOR: 
And stop it, before it's too late! 


MEL: 
Too late for what? 


(THE DOCTOR STOPS WALKING. ) 


DOCTOR: 
You really don't understand how serious this is do you? 


MEL: 
Well, of course, it's strange, but... 


DOCTOR: 
Strange? You've talked to them, think how many people died! 
Think of how many people never got to live! What about you? 


MEL: 
What about me? 


DOCTOR: 

You shouldn't even be here! The odds against it are 
astronomical. A change in the timeline on this scale and yet 
everything still falls into place to create a Melanie Bush? 


MEL: 
But I am here, and I remember all this. 


DOCTOR: 
Which either means you're incredibly lucky or... 


MEL: 
Or? 


DOCTOR: 
Oh, I don't know, maybe travelling in the TARDIS With me... 
Maybe you have a certain immunity. (SUDDEN THOUGHT) Oh... 


MEL: 
What? 


DOCTOR: 
Well, it's either that or just that you're temporary. 
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MEL: 
Temporary?! 


DOCTOR: 
Whatever caused this. Whatever changed the future, it's still 
in flux. It could go one way or the other. 


MEL: 
So, if we get things back on track, then everything's OK. 


DOCTOR: 

Yes. And if we don't millions die in unnecessary war, millions 
more live in awful repression and you, Ace, maybe even me, 
cease to exist. 


MEL: 
Oh. 


DOCTOR: 
Yes, '‘Oh.' 


MARSDEN: 
(CALLS BACK) Coming, Doctor? 
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64. EXT. BERLIN STREET 


EAST GERMAN SOLDIER: 
Who are you? 


(ACE WALKS FORWARDS, SLOWLY. ) 


ACE: 
All right, mate, take it easy. 


EAST GERMAN SOLDIER: 
Stop! 


ACE: 


Look! Hands are up! (BEAT) You okay, mate? Look like you've 


seen a ghost. 


EAST GERMAN SOLDIER: 
(UNSETTLED) There was... 


ACE: 
A mist, yeah? 


EAST GERMAN SOLDIER: 
Mist? 


ACE: 


Fog... Oh, I don’t know... You couldn’t see, yeah? 


EAST GERMAN SOLDIER: 
Ja, couldn’t see! 


ACE: 


Yeah, scary, isn’t it? Mate, could you lower that gun for a 


moment--— 


EAST GERMAN SOLDIER: 
Eh? 


(TOM GRABS FOR THE SOLDIER'S ARM. ) 


TOM: 


(GRABBING THE SOLDIER) She said lower the gun! 


TOM AND EAST GERMAN SOLDIER: 


(STRUGGLE AND SCUFFLE FOR CONTROL OF THE GUN) 


TOM: 
Let: go..0f ita. 


ACE: 
Tom, you idiot, stop! 
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65. EXT: LONDON STREET 


(FOOTSTEPS AS THE DOCTOR, MEL, MARSDEN, AND ANNA APPROACH THE 
TARDIS. THEY COME TO A HALT BY THE DOOR.) 


MARSDEN: 
I’ve seen the files but I never really believed it existed. 
The blue box! (BEAT) It’s smaller than I expected. 


MEL: 
You should see inside. Horribly poky-- 


(SUDDEN FOOTSTEPS AS SOKOLOV APPROACHES ) 


ANNA: 
Sokolov! 


SOKOLOV: 
Please, everyone, stand quite still. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Haven’t you got anything better to do than chase me around 
London? 


MARSDEN: 
(TRYING TO BLUFF) Commander, what’s this all about? 


SOKOLOV: 
Colonel! I knew if I left you to your own devices you’d bring 


me to the blue box. 


ANNA: 
I should have tried for something more than smoke and noise. 


SOKOLOV: 
Indeed you should, Major. If you’re going to blow your cover, 
it’s best not to leave witnesses— 


MARSDEN: 
(MOVING ON SOKOLOV) A mistake I can easily remedy. 


(MARSDEN HAS STARTED TO MOVE, A GUN COCKS. ) 


SOKOLOV: 
Stop there, Colonel. I am perfectly willing to kill you. 


MUSIC: SEGUE. 
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66. INT. MISSION CONTROL 

MISSION CONTROL: 

Can you see a way to open the door, Chayka? 

COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 

Panel on the wall. I'm going to... 

(WE HEAR HER PRESS A BUTTON, A DOOR SLIDING OPEN) 

MISSION CONTROL: 

Any luck? 

COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 

Stepping inside now. 

(SOUNDS OF HER STEPPING INSIDE THE AIRLOCK. ) 

COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 

Closing the door behind me. 

(WE HEAR HER CLOSE THE DOOR) 

COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 

Airlock, so should just be able to... 

(WE HEAR HER OPEN THE NEXT DOOR, STEP THROUGH) 

COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 

I'm inside. It's a corridor and... it's just like outside, it 
looks advanced and yet, old, marks on the walls, dirt... it's 
dark, if it wasn't for my suit light I wouldn't even... Oh! 
MISSION CONTROL: 

Chayka? 

COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 

A monitor of some kind on the wall. One moment... 

(WE HEAR HER PRESSING BUTTONS ) 

COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 

Just trying to... Trying to turn it on, but I'm not sure 
there's even any power... 

(THE SOUND OF THE MONITOR POWERING UP) 

COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 

I did it! It's working. It says... (BEAT, PANIC.) But I don't 


understand... that doesn't make sense... 
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MISSION CONTROL: 
What is it Chayka, talk to us! 


(STATIC) 


MISSION CONTROL: 
Chayka? The signal's breaking up. Chayka? 


COMMANDER: (EVA SUIT/D.) 
(TERRIFIED) I think there's something here! In the dark! I 
can't... can't see anything but... I feel it, Zarya, I feel 


it! There's something here and it's getting closer and... 
(SCREAMS) Zarya! 


(HER SCREAM CUTS OUT INTO STATIC) 


(THE SOUND OF THE STATIC CROSSFADES INTO THE SOUND OF THE VOID 
IN BERLIN AS WE CROSS TO THE NEXT SCENE. ) 
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67. EXT. BERLIN STREET 
(THE SOUND OF THE VOID, THE WALL OF MIST, CLOSING IN ON THEM) 


TOM AND EAST GERMAN SOLDIER: 
(SCUFFLE CONTINUES ) 


TOM: 
Give... me... the gun! 
ACE: 


Tom, stop! We don't have time for this! The mist! Look! 


EAST GERMAN SOLDIER: 
(CRIES OUT) 


(THE BUZZING OF THE VOID GETS EVEN LOUDER. ) 


EAST GERMAN SOLDIER: 
What is that? 


(THE VOID DRAWS CLOSER. ) 


ACE: 
Get back! It’1ll kill you! 


EAST GERMAN SOLDIER: 
It’s pulling at me! 


TOM: 
(TO HIMSELF) Dear god, what is that thing? 


(THE VOID STARTS TO TAKE THE SOLDIER. ) 


EAST GERMAN SOLDIER: 
(SCREAMS ) 


TOM: 
(HORROR; BUT SOFT) Oh my god... 


ACE: 
We’ve got to help him! 


MUSIC SEGUE. 
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68. EXT: LONDON STREET 
SOKOLOV: 
Don’t take another step, Colonel! 


MARSDEN: 
You wouldn’t dare-- 


THE DOCTOR: 
Colonel, be careful! 


ANNA: 
Neil, he’1l shoot! 


(FOOTSTEPS AS ANNA AND THE DOCTOR MOVE FORWARD) 


THE DOCTOR: 
No! 


(SOKOLOV SHOOTS. ) 


MEL: 
Doctor! 


MUSIC: CRASH IN TITLES. 


END OF PART THREE 
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PART FOUR 
MUSIC: OPENING THEME 
[REPRISE: 


SOKOLOV: 
Don’t take another step, Colonel! 


MARSDEN: 
You wouldn’t dare-- 


THE DOCTOR: 
Colonel, be careful! 


ANNA: 
Neil, he’ll shoot! 


(FOOTSTEPS AS ANNA AND THE DOCTOR MOVE FORWARD) 


THE DOCTOR: 
No! 


(SOKOLOV SHOOTS. ) 


MEL: 
Doctor! 


END OF REPRISE. SCENE CONTINUES... | 


70. EXT. LONDON STREET (CONTINUOUS) 


ANNA: 
(CRIES OUT IN PAIN) 


(ANNA IS SHOT. SHE CRUMPLES TO THE GROUND. ) 


ANNA: 
(GASPS; DIES.) 


(BEAT) 


MARSDEN: 
(SOFT) What have you done? 


MEL: 
Doctor, is she--? 


THE DOCTOR: 
I’m afraid so. She’s dead. 
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MARSDEN: 
(TO SOKOLOV; SOFT) I’m going to (kill you, you--) 


(SUDDEN MOVEMENT AS MARSDEN LUNGES FOR SOKOLOV. ) 


MARSDEN AND SOKOLOV: 
(EFFORT NOISES AS THEY STRUGGLE FOR CONTROL OF THE GUN.) 


SOKOLOV: 
(YELPS IN PAIN AS GUN IS WRENCHED FROM HIM.) 


MARSDEN: 
Got you! 


(GUN CLATTERS TO THE GROUND. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
(URGENT) Mel! The gun! 


MEL: 
(GASPS) Yes! 


(MEL KICKS THE GUN AWAY. MARSDEN HAS HIS HANDS AROUND 
SOKOLOV’S THROAT. ) 


SOKOLOV: 
(GASPING) You’re choking me! 


THE DOCTOR: 
(COMMANDING) Colonel! Stop! 


SOKOLOV: 
(CHOKES AS MARSDEN’S HANDS TIGHTEN) 


THE DOCTOR: 
(MORE COMMANDING) I said stop! 


(MARSDEN RELEASES GRIP. SOKOLOV COLLAPSES ON GROUND. ) 


SOKOLOV: 
(GASPING) 


(MEL CROSSES TO MARSDEN TO GUIDE HIM TOWARDS THE TARDIS. ) 


MEL: 
(GENTLE) It won’t bring her back. 


MARSDEN: 
(SOBS) God, Anna! 


MEL: 
We need to go. 


DW-MR237-APRIL2018 — Red Planets by Una McCormack 114 


MUSIC: SEGUE. 
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71. EXT. BERLIN STREET 
[REPRISE OF THE END OF SCENE 67: 
(BUZZING OF THE VOID; VERY LOUD) 


EAST GERMAN SOLDIER: 
(SCREAMS ) 


TOM: 
(HORROR; BUT SOFT) Oh my god... 


ACE: 
We’ve got to help him! 


REPRISE ENDS. ] 


TOM: 
Dorothy, no! 


GERMAN SOLDIER: 
(SCREAMS ) 


TOM: 


We need to run, before the same thing happens to us! 


(THEY MOVE AWAY, ACE HELPING TOM) 


ACE: 


He didn’t deserve that! It... ate him! 


MUSIC: SEGUE. 
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72. INT. TARDIS 


(THE DOCTOR, MEL, AND MARSDEN ENTER. THE DOCTOR HEADS TOWARDS 
THE CONSOLE, PULLS LEVER TO CLOSE DOOR. MARSDEN STANDS JUST 
INSIDE, MEL BESIDE HIM. THE DOCTOR PUSHES BUTTONS TO PUT THE 
TARDIS IN FLIGHT. ) 


MARSDEN: 
(SOFT) I wish Anna had seen this. 


MEL: 
(HEARTFELT) I’m sorry. I hardly knew her, but she was very 
brave. 


MARSDEN: 
(CONTAINED BUT GRIEVING) The bravest person I knew. 


THE DOCTOR: 
We’re on our way. 


MARSDEN: 
We're already moving? 


MEL: 
Yes, we’re in flight. 


MARSDEN: 
Where are we going? 


THE DOCTOR: 
Mars, of course. 


MARSDEN: 
(FAINTLY) Of course. Where else? 
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73. EXT. BERLIN STREET 


(TOM AND ACE STRUGGLE ALONG. BEHIND, THE BUZZING OF THE VOID 
AGAIN, FAINTLY AT FIRST, BUILDING IN VOLUME. ) 


TOM: 
We’re not going to make it. 


(BUZZING REMAINS STEADY, BEHIND THEM. ) 


ACE: 
Tom, what’s really in those photographs? It’s not just dodgy 
pictures of a General and an actress, is it? 


TOM: 
No. 


(RUSTLE AS HE PULLS OUT PHOTOS) 


ACE: 
What am I looking at? 


TOM: 
That’s a Russian bomb. Moving towards Berlin. 


ACE: 
The Russians are going to drop a bomb on Berlin? Why? 


TOM: 

Not the Russians. A Russian. A General’s gone rogue. There’s 
some kind of sect within the KGB — they call themselves the 
Sons of Mokosh. 


ACE: 
Mokosh? 


TOM: 
Some sort of mother goddess. Superstitious nonsense. 


ACE: 
I dunno. The world could do with a bit of matriarchy. 


TOM: 
Not this kind. The world’s on a knife-edge, Dorothy. Trouble 
in Cuba, and it looks like the Yanks are going into Vietnam... 


ACE: 
The Wall. 


TOM: 
Quite. One false move and Europe comes tumbling down. 
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ACE: 
(SHUDDERS) And a bomb in Berlin... 


TOM: 

Chaos. East and West. This sect is poised right now in Moscow 
to move in and take charge. They’1ll send “help” to West Berlin 
— then what? Amsterdam? Brussels? Paris? (BEAT) London? 


ACE: 
It wouldn’t come to that! 


TOM: 
Who knows? The past year it’s felt like the world is out of 
control. One small thing could change the course of history. 


ACE: 
So you have to get these photos West? 


TOM: 

We show it to the Russians. Who show it to the East Germans. 
Who stop this general before anything happens. That bomb is 
moving west as we speak. We’re running out of time... 


(FAINTLY, THE BUZZING. ) 


ACE: 
It’s worse than that. We’re running out of timeline. 


MUSIC: SEGUE. 
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74. 


EXT. MARTIAN BASE/INT. TARDIS 


119 


(FAINTLY SOUND OF AIR RECYCLING, LIKE A VENTILATOR. TARDIS 
MATERIALISES, CROSS TO INSIDE. THE DOCTOR PRESSES BUTTONS. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
Let’s take a look. 


(SCANNER OPENS ) 


MEL: 
Looks gloomy. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Atmosphere’s breathable. 


MARSDEN: 


Can we contact Fobos, Doctor? 


THE DOCTOR: 
We can try... 


(VARIOUS DIALS AND BUTTONS. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
Fobos? Are you there? 


(STATIC D.) 


MEL: 


Nothing. Maybe we should take a look round? 


THE DOCTOR: 
Maybe we should. 
here. 


MARSDEN: 


(BEAT) Colonel, you’d better wait for us 


What? I want to know what’s happening. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(SMOOTHLY) Your responsibility is 
you here, trying to contact them, 


MARSDEN: 
(CORNERED) All right. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Come on, Mel. 


(DOOR CONTROL, TARDIS DOORS OPEN, 


to the Fobos mission. I want 
and monitoring that channel. 


THEY WALK OUT) 
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75. EXT: BERLIN STREET 


TOM: 
There’s the Wall — but I can’t see how we get through to it. 


ACE: 
Funny how it hasn’t gone. 


TOM: 
(DRY) That would have been helpful. 


ACE: 
(PONDERING) Maybe it’1ll be the last thing to go. 


TOM: 
What makes you say that? 


ACE: 

I dunno. Some things, there’s so much history around them. So 
much blood and pain... They seem solid, somehow. Implacable. 
TOM: 


I don’t believe it'll be there forever. 


ACE: 
I know it won’t, Tom. But, in the meantime, any ideas? 


TOM: 
Not really. (SIGHS) Why don’t you tell me why you’re really 
here, Dorothy? 


ACE: 
I was sent here. 


TOM: 
On a mission? 


ACE: 
Something like that. I travel around a lot. In time and space. 
(BEAT) You believe me? 


TOM: 
(SOFT LAUGH) Simpler that way. 


ACE: 

(SMILING) Yeah. Anyway, we saw a ripple in time, a bubble, 
centred here. East Berlin, November, nineteen sixty-one. My 
friend — the Doctor — said we needed to put it right before it 
rippled out too far and caused more disruption. 


TOM: 
Where’s your friend? In the West? 
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ACE: 
No. I came here while he and my other friend went forward to a 
time where the ripple had worked itself out. 


TOM: 
Forward in time. Of course. But you haven’t been able to 
contact him? 


ACE: 
As soon as got here, my equipment started playing up. 


TOM: 
Like you’re stuck in the bubble and they’re not. 


ACE: 
Your guess is as good as mine. 


TOM: 
What were you supposed to do? 


ACE: 
Find out what the turning point was. Well, it’s this bomb, 
isn’t it? That doesn’t go off, not in ‘real’ history. 


TOM: 
(BITTER) I’m glad to hear my sacrifice won’t be in vain. 


ACE: 
Don’t say things like that! 


TOM: 

Fatalism is an occupational hazard, my dear Dorothy. So the 
bomb shouldn’t go off. That’s good to know. But you think it 
has — or will do — and that’s what causes all this? 


ACE: 
We’re not lost yet. You’re here, the photos are here, and that 
General is still on his way. 


TOM: 
But in the meantime history is shrivelling up around us. 


ACE: 
(IMPRESSED) That’s a very good way of putting it. 


TOM: 
I went to a very good school. 
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ACE: 

And I can’t see a way through the mist to the Wall. Every time 
we get close, that void opens to see us off. Like it’s trying 
to prevent time from staying on course... 


TOM: 
I think I have an idea. But you’re not going to like it. 


MUSIC: SEGUE. 
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76. INT. CORRIDORS OF MARTIAN BASE 


(FOOTSTEPS ECHO AS THE DOCTOR AND MEL WALK ALONG. THE IN-OUT 
OF THE AIR RECYCLING, LIKE SOMEONE STRUGGLING FOR BREATH. ) 


MEL: 
(SHIVERS) That noise is giving me the creeps. 


THE DOCTOR: 
It’s the air recycling. It’s keeping you alive. 


MEL: 
The whole place looks like it’s just hanging on. Like it’s 
been here for decades. How can that be? 


THE DOCTOR: 
(STILL PONDERING) I don’t know yet. 


(THEY HALT AT A T-JUNCTION. ) 


MEL: 
Left or right? 


THE DOCTOR: 
If in doubt — turn left. 


(THEY WALK ON.) 


MEL: 
You stopped Marsden from coming with us. Why? 


THE DOCTOR: 
(SIGHS) Why do you think? If I’m successful then this 
timeline, and everyone in it, will wink out of existence. 


(BEAT ) 


MEL: 
That’s awful, Doctor. 


THE DOCTOR: 
They’re phantoms, Mel. They shouldn’t ever have existed. 


MEL: 
They’re people! 


THE DOCTOR: 
You see why I wasn’t keen on him tagging along. 


MEL: 
Anna died. He grieved for her. You can’t tell me that isn’t 
real! 
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THE DOCTOR: 
Nothing’s ever simple. 


MEL: 
Sometimes I think you like it that way. 


THE DOCTOR: 
We have to put things right, Mel! You know that! 


(BEAT ) 


MEL: 
I know. 


(THEY KEEP WALKING) 
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77. EXT. BERLIN STREET 
(BUZZ OF VOID, CLOSE. TOM AND ACE APPROACHING IT.) 


TOM: 
(SLIGHT DISTANCE AWAY) This way! 


ACE: 
(BEHIND HIM) I thought we were trying to shake that thing off! 


(THEY STOP A METRE OR SO AWAY FROM THE VOID. IT BUZZES BUT 
DOESN’T COME CLOSER. ) 


TOM: 
(EXCITED) There — you see! 


ACE: 
(BAFFLED) Actually, I don’t. 


TOM: 

It doesn’t come closer - to you! I noticed earlier. It seemed 
to be following us round. It would have eaten me while I was 
fighting that soldier — but you pulled me, and it stayed 
still. 


ACE: 
(STILL BITTER) And he died. 


TOM: 
(ASHAMED) Yes. I’m sorry. (BEAT) Go on, stick your hand in it. 


ACE: 
My what? 


TOM: 
Your hand. 


ACE: 
You want me to stick my hand in that? 


TOM: 
Yes. 


(BEAT ) 


ACE: 
(FEIGNED CASUAL) Yeah, all right. 


(SHE WALKS FORWARD. THE BUZZING GETS LOUDER. SHE STOPS JUST 
BEFORE THE VOID. ) 
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ACE: 
Here goes nothing... 


(SHE REACHES OUT. THE BUZZ GETS LOUDER) 
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78. INT. COMMAND CHAMBER OF MARTIAN BASE 


(THE IN-OUT OF THE AIR RECYCLING. DOOR OPENS, MEL AND THE 
DOCTOR ENTER. ) 


MEL: 
We need lights... 


(MEL FUMBLES AROUND, AND FINDS A DIAL, WHICH SHE TWISTS. WHINE 
OF LIGHTS COMING ON.) 


MEL: 
That’s better! (BEAT) Not much though... why do people design 
such gloomy bases? 


THE DOCTOR: 
It's ether power conservation or grumpy designers, I've never 
been sure which. 


(THE DOCTOR WANDERS ROUND THE ROOM, LOOKING FOR CONTROLS. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
(LOOKING ROUND) Climate, water, comms... Ah! Computer station, 
maybe this will give us some answers. 


MEL: 
(GASPS) What was that? 


THE DOCTOR: 
(ALERT) What, Mel? 


MEL: 
Over there in the shadows, I thought I saw something move! 


THE DOCTOR: 
It’s just a spare pressure suit. 


MEL: 
Doctor, it’s moving! 


(FOOTSTEPS AS COMMANDER/TRAVELLER COMES OUT OF SHADOWS. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
(CALM) Hello, Commander. 


MEL: 
(QUIET) Who is this, Doctor? 


THE DOCTOR: 

The commander of the Fobos mission by the look of it. (TO 
COMMANDER) Congratulations on being the first human to set 
foot on Mars. 
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MEL: 
(QUIET) She seems not to have heard you. 


(THE COMMANDER/TRAVELLER STEPS FORWARD; HER BREATHING, THROUGH 
THE MIC ON HER HELMET, IS HEAVY.) 


COMMANDER/TRAVELLER: (D.) 
(LABOURED BREATHING, LIKE THE AIR RECYCLING) 


MEL: 
Is she all right? 


THE DOCTOR: 
Commander, you’re safe. You can take off your helmet-- 


(THE COMMANDER/TRAVELLER MOVES UP TO THEM. WE HEAR STATIC, A 
LITTLE LIKE THE VOID, COMING FROM THE MIC ON HER HELMET. ) 


MEL: 
Doctor, is she hurt? 


(THE COMMANDER/TRAVELLER LUNGES FORWARDS. A VERY LOUD BURST OF 
STATIC COMES FROM THE MIC OF HER HELMET. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
Mel, get back! 


(STATIC FROM THE COMMANDER'S HELMET. SHE COLLAPSES. MEL RUSHES 
FORWARDS AND KNEELS DOWN BESIDE HER. ) 


MEL: 
Doctor, I think she’s in trouble... 


(THE DOCTOR JOINS MEL BESIDE THE COMMANDER AND KNEELS DOWN 
BESIDE HER. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
Mel, she’s dead. 


(STATIC FROM INSIDE THE HELMET; THROUGH THE MIC, A FAINT VOICE 
FROM THE FUTURE. ) 


TRAVELLER: (D.) 
Help us... Help us... 


MEL: 
(GASPS) If she’s dead — who’s talking? 


MUSIC: SEGUE. 
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79. EXT. NEAR BERLIN WALL 
(BUZZING OF THE VOID, ALMOST ANGRY. ) 


ACE: 
Oh, I’m not liking this! 


TOM: 
Hold on, Dorothy! 


(BUZZ PEAKS, THEN SUDDENLY STOPS. ) 


ACE: 
Hey, where’s it gone? 


TOM: 
Something solid. Something implacable. You, Dorothy. 


ACE: 
Is that supposed to be a compliment? 


TOM: 

(LAUGHS) It was what you said about the Wall. Some things have 
more history around them. You’re from the future, so you said 
— and I thought, well, maybe that holds true for you too. 


ACE: 
Big guess! 


TOM: 
Good guess though. 


ACE: 
Yeah, yeah, all right. So as long as I’m here, the mist should 
keep back. 


TOM: 
Shall we go? I think we can get to the Wall now. 


(THEY WALK ON. BEHIND THEM, THE VOID FOLLOWS. ) 
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80. INT. CENTRAL SECURITY OFFICE/SOKOLOV'S OFFICE. 


(GENERAL HUBBUB OF CHAOS, PEOPLE MILLING BETWEEN WORK 
STATIONS. ) 


CENTRAL SECURITY WILDTRACK: 
"Check the signal again!" "There must be something we can do!" 
"Has anyone talked to the military?" 


(SOKOLOV MARCHING IN.) 


SOKOLOV: 
Get me Mission Control right now! Put the call through to my 
office. 


(HE BURSTS INTO HIS OFFICE, WE FOLLOW. HE MOVES TO HIS DESK, 
HITS A BUTTON ON THE LOUDSPEAKER PHONE. 


SOKOLOV: 
Report. 


MISSION CONTROL: (D) 

Sir? I'm sorry sir but we don't know what's happening. We've 
lost the Commander's life signs but we cannot tell if that is 
an equipment failure or... Well... 


SOKOLOV: 
She's dead. 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
Exactly sir. We wanted to carry out all the tests we could 


before assuming— 


SOKOLOV: 
(INTERRUPTING) Commence Emergency Protocol. 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
But sir... if there's still a chance that... 


SOKOLOV: 
Don't argue, just do it. 


(HE CUTS THE CALL. SITS BACK IN HIS CHAIR. ) 


SOKOLOV: 
(DOESN'T MEAN IT ONE BIT) Such a sad day... 
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81. INT: MARTIAN BASE 
(STATIC THROUGH THE DEAD COMMANDER’S MIC.) 


TRAVELLER: (D.) 
Can anyone hear us? (DESPERATE) Please, help us! 


THE DOCTOR: 
You've killed this woman! Why should I help you? 


TRAVELLER: (D.) 
Everyone on Earth is dead! There’s only us left! 


MEL: 
(STARTLED) What? 


THE DOCTOR: 
I think I'm beginning to understand. The design of this 
place... I've seen similar before. This isn't an alien base, 


Mel. It's human. It's from Earth. 


TRAVELLER: (D.) 

We saw everything, the bombs dropping... Everyone dying... We 
couldn’t do anything... And then silence! (TERRIFIED) There’s 
nobody left. 


MEL: 
Doctor, we were only just there! 


THE DOCTOR: 
It's not that simple, Mel 


MEL: 
Simple? None of this is simple! Who are we even talking to? 
It’s not the commander-- 


THE DOCTOR: 
No, they've just hijacked her communications circuit. 


TRAVELLER: (D.) 
We have to warn you! We have to warn somebody! The war will 
kill everybody! 


THE DOCTOR: 
Mel, I think we’re talking to the future. 


MUSIC: SEGUE. 
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82. EXT. BERLIN 
(TOM, IN A LOT OF PAIN NOW, STUMBLES) 


TOM: 
(CRIES OUT IN PAIN) 


ACE: 
Come on. Not far now! 


TOM: 
(GASPING) I’m not sure I can make it...Dorothy... The wound’s 
opened up again. 


ACE: 
(URGENT) Tom, we’re nearly there-- 


TOM: 
Listen. 


(BUZZ) 


TOM: 
The mist. It’s following us. 


ACE: 
It’s staying back! 


TOM: 
But for how long? You should go ahead. 


ACE: 
And leave you to that? No chance! 


TOM: 
Dorothy, I know when I’m beaten. It’s time for you to go. 


MUSIC: SEGUE. 
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83. INT: TARDIS. 
(MARSDEN STILL TRYING TO COMMUNICATE WITH MISSION CONTROL) 


MARSDEN: 

Mission Control, are you reading me Mission Control? 
(FRUSTRATED, TO HIMSELF) Damn this equipment! I can't even 
tell if I'm 


MISSION CONTROL (D.) 
This is Mission Control, who am I speaking to? (CAUTIOUS, A 
LITTLE SCARED) Your frequency suggests... 


MARSDEN: 
I'm on Mars. Alarming, yes? But true. This is Colonel Marsden 
of State Security, I appreciate you can't confirm that... 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
No sir. 


MARSDEN: 
Nonetheless, it's true. And I am speaking to you from the 
surface of Mars. What's the current situation there? 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
Sir, I'm sorry, but without being able to confirm you are who 
you— 


MARSDEN: 
Damn it! Your systems are telling you where I'm talking from! 
We don't have time to argue about this! 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
(BEAT, MAKING A DECISION) No sir. We don't have time at all. 
The order for Emergency Protocol has been given. 


MARSDEN: 
Emergency Protocol? 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 
(REGRETFUL, THIS IS SOMEONE WHO DOESN'T WANT TO BE DOING THIS) 
Nobody wants top-secret technology falling into the hands of 
our enemies sir. 


MARSDEN: 
(THINKING) Top-secret technology... You mean the Fobos? 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 

Yes sir. Certain... safeguards were built in prior to launch. 
So, if you are where you say you are... I hope you are able to 
distance yourself from the... (CHOOSING WORDS CAREFULLY ) 
inevitable fallout. 
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MARSDEN: 
You're going to blow it up? You can't! 


MISSION CONTROL: (D.) 


Just preparing to send the signal now sir. (QUIET, CAUTIOUS) 
I can give you five minutes. Sorry sir. Orders are orders. 


(THE RADIO CUTS OUT) 


MARSDEN: 


I don't believe it! (LOOKING AROUND) Doors, doors, which 
switch wss it for the... 


(HE PULLS THE LEVER. DOORS OPEN. HE RUNS FROM THE TARDIS.) 


MARSDEN: (RUNNING OUT) 
(SHOUTING) Doctor! 
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84. MARTIAN BASE 
(BURST OF STATIC THROUGH THE COMMANDER'S HELMET MIC.) 


THE DOCTOR: 
No, no, no! 


(RIFLING IN HIS POCKETS, PULLS OUT A GADGET. VARIOUS BEEPS AND 
WHINES. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
We're losing them. I’m trying to stabilise the signal. 


MEL: 
Is this really a voice from the future? 


THE DOCTOR: 
Yes - but which one? There are two timelines at war here, Mel, 
and we still don’t know how that happened. 


(STATIC) 


THE DOCTOR: 
Hello? Can you hear me? 


TRAVELLER: (D.) 
Please, help us! Do something! Or there’1ll be nobody left! 


THE DOCTOR: 
(URGENT) We will. What year is it where you're from? 


TRAVELLER (D.) 
2087. 


DOCTOR: 
2087? Humans shouldn't develop time travel technology that 
soon, no wonder they're making such a mess of it. 


TRAVELLER (D.) 

We’re on Mars. Research base. Scientific projects. We were 
here almost a month, then war broke out — the Mokoshians 
bombed the Americans, the Americans bombed China, China bombed 
Mokoshia... 


MEL: 
And you were all on Mars, watching it happen... 


TRAVELLER: (D.) 
(GREAT GRIEF) All the signals from Earth died away... That was 
nearly three years ago... 
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THE DOCTOR: 
Explains why everything is so run down. They’ve been by 
themselves all that time. 


MEL: 
(GASPS) That’s horrible! 


TRAVELLER: (D.) 

We couldn’t stop it! But we thought... Maybe... Maybe we could 
prevent it ever happening... One of the projects we were 
working on, time travel... If we could only get it to work, if 
we could go back... warn them... 


THE DOCTOR: 
But it didn't work did it? 


TRAVELLER: (D.) 


No... We... Don't know... Bright light, thought we'd destroyed 
ourselves, then we realised, the whole base... had moved... 
moved back, but we... we... 

THE DOCTOR: 


The Dollorium Effect. It's much easier to transport non- 
organic matter through time. Inanimate objects... 


MEL: 
Whole bases? 


THE DOCTOR: 
I'll admit that's impressive. But living matter... the crew? 
That's a different story. 


TRAVELLER: (D.) 
We don't know what's happened to us... We're here and yet... 


THE DOCTOR: 
You're not. Trapped between moments, ghosts adrift in time. 


TRAVELLER: (D.) 

For awhile we could interact with this time zone, send a 
Signal, draw the ship to us so we could meet with the people 
from this time zone and then... 


THE DOCTOR: 
And then you were floundering, consciousness adrift, until you 
found this poor woman. 


TRAVELLER: (D.) 
Tried to speak to her... tried to make her understand... 
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THE DOCTOR: 

(SUDDENLY FURIOUS) And ended up killing her! And now what are 
you? Just a ghost haunting an old radio! This is probably 
where the disruption in the timeline came from. (ANGRY) You 
have no right to meddle! 


MEL: 
(SOTTO) You can talk. (TO TRAVELLER) What are you trying to 
do? 


TRAVELLER: (D.) 

We traced back a line in the pattern of history. Defining the 
point where it... Where it all went wrong... But we were too 
late. We needed to go back further. (STATIC GETS WORSE. ) 
Berlin. November nineteen sixty-one. The bomb! 


MEL: 
Doctor, that’s where Ace is-- 


THE DOCTOR: 
(GRIM) I know... 


(STATIC BURST) 


THE DOCTOR: 
We’re losing her! 


(VARIOUS WHIRRS ETC.) 


MEL: 
Doctor, do you know how this timeline started? 


THE DOCTOR: 
Tell me. 
MEL: 


A bomb dropped on Berlin. November nineteen sixty-one. There 
was chaos. The Mokoshians moved in and took over Western 
Europe. 


(STATIC) 


TRAVELLER: (D.) 
Can't hold on! The bomb! He must cross the Wall! Tom Elliot 
must cross the Wall! 


(THE SOUND OF THE STATIC SURGES, CROSSFADING WITH THE SOUND OF 
THE VOID BACK IN 1961) 
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85. EXT. BERLIN STREET 
(BUZZ OF THE VOID, DRAWING CLOSER UNDER ALL THIS) 


TOM: 
Here, take the photos. Get them through. 


(RUSTLE) 


ACE: 
I’m not going to leave you here to that thing-- 


TOM: 
Dorothy. Get the job done. 


(BUZZ GETTING LOUDER) 


TOM: 
Please! 


ACE: 
All right. 


TOM: 
Run! 


(BUZZING VERY LOUD. ACE RUNS) 
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86. INT: MARTIAN BASE 

(STATIC BURST THEN SILENCE. ) 

THE DOCTOR: 

They're gone. For good I imagine... (SIGHS) Meddling in 


science they couldn't possibly understand. 


MEL: 
Who’s Tom Elliot? 


THE DOCTOR: 
I don't know... (THINKING) Stop the bomb... (SIGHS) Mel, 
think I misjudged our friend from the future. 


MEL: 
You don’t think they caused the disruption? 


THE DOCTOR: 
No. 


MEL: 
So what did? 


THE DOCTOR: 
I don’t know yet. But the bomb is clearly what starts 
everything going wrong. 


(HE MAKES A DECISION AND STANDS UP.) 


THE DOCTOR: 


Back to the TARDIS. There's a chance... a slim one, but I'll 


take what we can get. 
(MARSDEN BURSTS IN) 


MARSDEN: 
(BREATHLESS) Doctor! Mel! We have to leave, the Fobos... 
they're going to destroy it. Blow it up. 


MEL: 
(SHOCK) How? 


THE DOCTOR: 
Remote signal I imagine. (FURIOUS) Of all the idiotic 
decisions! 


MEL: 
We'll be alright in here though won't we? 


I 
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THE DOCTOR: 

That rather depends 
to breach the base, 
need to get back to 


(MARSDEN MOVES OVER 


MARSDEN: 


on the yield of the bomb, if it's enough 
as I imagine it will be... Come on! We 
the TARDIS as quickly as we can. 


TO THE COMMANDER'S BODY 


Help me with the Commander. 


THE DOCTOR: 
She's dead. 


MARSDEN: 


We can’t leave her body here! 


THE DOCTOR: 
We don’t have time! 


MEL: 


She’s a hero. We should take her home. 


MARSDEN: 


Bury her, honour her! 


THE DOCTOR: 
I'm sorry but if we 


don't run, we'll be as dead as she is. The 


fate of everything is at stake, now move! 


(FOOTSTEPS AS HE RUNS) 


MEL: 


I'm sorry. He's right, we've got to go. 


MARSDEN: 


(LOW, QUIET) Commander, forgive us. 


(THEY RUN AFTER THE 


DOCTOR) 
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87. EXT. BERLIN STREET 


(THE BUZZING IS GETTING LOUDER. ACE STOPS AND TURNS, SEES IT 
APPROACHING TOM. ) 


ACE: 
(SHOUTS) Tom! 


TOM: 
(CALLS FROM BEHIND) Don’t stop! 


(THE VOID IS APPROACHING HIM.) 


ACE: 
It's right behind you! 


TOM: 

Just complete the mission! Please! I don't matter, just 
complete the—(SCREAMS, SOUND CUT OFF.) 

(THE VOID IS ON HIM. AND THEN HE’S GONE.) 


ACE: 
(SOFT) Goodbye, Tom. 


(THE BUZZ BEGINS TO APPROACH HER. ) 


ACE: 
(GATHERS HERSELF) Solid. Implacable. 


(SIREN SOUNDS. DOGS BARKING. ) 


ACE: 
Oh, give me a break! 


(SHE STARTS RUNNING TOWARDS THE WALL. ) 


DW-MR237-APRIL2018 — Red Planets by Una McCormack 142 


88. INT. MARTIAN BASE. 
(THE DOCTOR, MARSDEN AND MEL RUNNING) 


MARSDEN: 
(EFFORT OF RUNNING) Will one of you explain to me what's 
happening?! 


THE DOCTOR: 
(EFFORT OF RUNNING) There's no time. On so many levels! 


MEL: 

(EFFORT OF RUNNING) It was a warning from the future. A 
message to try and save the world. If we can stop the bomb 
back in 1961... 


(HE STOPS RUNNING) 


MARSDEN: 
But that would change everything! The rise of Mokoshia, 
everything! 


(MEL AND THE DOCTOR STOP RUNNING TOO.) 


MEL: 
If we don't, your future is war and global destruction. 
They've seen it. They've lived it. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Please, we don't have time for this! 


MARSDEN: 
You're talking about wiping out my entire existence! 
Everything I've ever known! 


MEL: 

And replacing it with something better. As it stands, the 
planet, the human race, doesn't have a future. Within eighty 
years you'll all be dead. 


MARSDEN: 
But how can you be sure? 


THE DOCTOR: 
You asked me why I wasn't there, remember? Why I didn't help 
when the tanks advanced, when the missiles flew... when the 


people started dying. I'm here now. And I will try. I will do 
what I can. As always. 


MARSDEN: 
I... I don't know. 
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THE DOCTOR: 


Then you'll have to stop me. Make up your mind, Colonel, am I 
your friend or your enemy? I haven't time to discuss it. 


(HE RUNS OFF.) 


MEL: 
Please, trust us. 


MARSDEN: 
(BEAT) What choice do I have? 


(THEY RUN AFTER THE DOCTOR. ) 
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89. MISSION CONTROL. 


FX. BURBLING OF EQUIPMENT BUT NOBODY'S MOVING, THE ROOM IS 
STILL, SOMBRE. 


MISSION CONTROL: 
Chayka..«s I'm: SO SOrrys.«< 


(A BEAT. THEN MISSION CONTROL PRESSES A BUTTON ON HIS WORK 
STATION. A BEEP IN RESPONSE. ) 


MISSION CONTROL: 
And may history forgive me. 
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90. INT. MARTIAN BASE. 
(THE DOCTOR, MARSDEN AND MEL RUNNING, THEY STOP. ) 


MEL: 
We made it! 


THE DOCTOR: 
Now for the real hard work. 


(HE TAKES OUT THE KEY FOR THE TARDIS, PUTS IT IN THE LOCK. 
BOOM! FROM OFF, THE BASE SHAKES, ALL THREE FALL TO THE FLOOR 
OF THE CORRIDOR) 


THE DOCTOR, MEL & MARSDEN: 
(RESPONSE SOUNDS OF FALLING) 


MEL: 
I think we're alright, I think the base is... 


(FROM OFF, THE SOUND OF TWISTING METAL, THE BASE IS BREACHED, 
VENTING. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
We're breached! Quickly! Into the TARDIS! 


(THEY GET TO THEIR FEET, THE SOUND OF RUSHING AIR, MORE METAL 
SCREECHING. ) 


MEL: 
The air... So hard to move! 


THE DOCTOR: 
Grab my hand! 


MARSDEN: (SLIGHTLY OFF, BEING PULLED AWAY. ) 
It's pulling me, I can't... 


(HE GRABS HOLD OF A STRUT ON THE WALL, HANDS SLAMMING AGAINST 
METAL ) 


MEL: 
Hold on! Just hold on! I'11 try and reach you! 


MARSDEN: (OFF) 
No time! Just go! What does it matter anyway? Do what you have 
to do, make a better world, for... for... 


(HE'S PULLED FREE, SAILING BACK ALONG THE CORRIDOR, HIS VOICE 
TRAILING AWAY ) 
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MARSDEN: (FLYING BACK DOWN THE CORRIDOR) 
(SCREAMED) For Anna! 


MEL: 
No! 


THE DOCTOR: 
(STRAINING) Hold onto me Mel, we've got to... get inside... 


(TARDIS DOORS OPEN) 


THE DOCTOR & MEL: 
(EFFORT SOUNDS) 


WE CROSS TO INSIDE THE TARDIS. 


DW-MR237-APRIL2018 — Red Planets by Una McCormack 147 


91. TARDIS (CONT. ) 


(THE TARDIS DOORS SWING OPEN. THE RUSHING OF WIND. THE DOCTOR 
AND MEL PULLING THEMSELVES INSIDE. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
Just got to... get over... the threshold... Emergency systems 
should... 


(THE RUSH OF WIND SUDDENLY STOPS. THEY COLLAPSE, NO LONGER 
BEING PULLED BY THE VACUUM. ) 


MEL: 
(GUTTED) Oh, Marsden... Neil. 


(THE DOCTOR GETS TO HIS FEET AND DASHES AROUND THE CONSOLE, 
CLOSING THE DOORS AND DEMATERIALISING. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
If we're not very quick and very clever, he won't be the last 
to die. Mel, over here! 


(MEL RUNS TO OBEY.) 


MEL: 
What am I meant to be doing? 


THE DOCTOR: 
Hold that lever forwards. When the display reaches four 
hundred and fifty, pull it back. 


(THE DOCTOR DASHES ROUND THE CONSOLE, THROWING SWITCHES AND 
LEVERS. ) 


MEL: 
What are you trying to do? 


THE DOCTOR: 

Time is still in flux. The potential for the original 1961 to 
stand is there. But the gap is closing. If I can try and hold 
a forced pocket of time open, maintain the real 1961 for as 
long as possible... 


(TARDIS STARTS SHAKING ON THE COLLAPSING TIMELINES. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
Hold on! 
MEL: 


What’s happening? 
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THE DOCTOR: 
The timelines are collapsing... She's struggling! 


MEL: 
But if all we're doing is buying time, how will the future 
change? 


THE DOCTOR: 
That's on the shoulders of Tom Elliot, whoever he may be. We 
just have to hope that he can complete his mission. 


MEL: 
And what about Ace? 


THE DOCTOR: 

(GRIM) I don't know. No doubt she's in the thick of it. As 
ever. We just have to hope. Now, keep your eye on those 
numbers. 
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92. EXT. WEST BERLIN, NEAR THE WALL 


(GEORGE IS STANDING BY HIS CAR, JUST BEYOND THE WALL, WAITING 
FOR TOM, AND RADIOING CONTROL ABOUT THE MISSION. ) 


GEORGE : 

Give it another twenty minutes. If Elliot doesn’t make it by 
Six, we know he’s gone. This damn mist is making everything 
impossible! 


(FROM ACROSS THE WALL, THE SIRENS AND DOGS. ) 
GEORGE : 
Good Lord, Bernard, someone’s making a break for it! It could 


be him! 


(HE CUTS OFF THE RADIO, AND RUNS TOWARDS THE WALL. WE HEAR THE 
SIRENS. ) 


EAST GERMAN SOLDIER 2: 
(FROM A DISTANCE) You there! Stop! Stop or we fire! 


CROSS TO: 
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93. EXT. EAST BERLIN, APPROACHING THE WALL 
(ACE IS RUNNING TOWARDS THE WALL — GIVING IT EVERYTHING) 


ACE: 
(HEAVY EFFORT OF SPRINTING) 


(SIRENS; DOGS — ALL MIXED WITH THE BUZZ OF THE VOID) 


EAST GERMAN SOLDIER 2: (SLIGHTLY OFF) 
Stop! Stop! Wait... What is... No! No! 


(A SURGE OF THE VOID SOUND AS IT TAKES HIM) 


EAST GERMAN SOLDIER 2: (SLIGHTLY OFF) 
(SCREAMS ) 


ACE: 
(BREATHING HEAVILY) Nearly there... 


(GUNFIRE ) 
(ACE DIVES TO THE GROUND; SHOT NARROWLY MISSES HER) 


ACE: 
That was close... 


(THE SOUND OF THE VOID, CLOSER AND CLOSER) 


ACE: 
The mist... Barely still room to move... But I've got to... 


(SHE GETS UP, ONE LAST RUSH TO SAVE HISTORY) 


ACE: 
(ROARING) Got to make it through! 


(NO CUTS TO SILENCE, KEEP THE PACE UP, THE ROAR OF THE VOID 
CROSSFADES WITH THE SOUND OF THE BUFFETING TARDIS. ) 
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94. INT. TARDIS. 

(ROAR OF MACHINERY AT FULL BLAST) 

MEL: 

Four hundred and forty-seven... Four hundred and forty-nine... 


Doctor, is this going to work? 


THE DOCTOR: 
I don’t know, Mel! 


MEL: 
Four hundred and fifty! 


(SHE THROWS THE LEVER INTO REVERSE. THE TARDIS ROCKS. SMALL 
EXPLOSIONS FROM THE CONSOLE. ) 


MEL: 
She can't hold it! 


DOCTOR: 
She has to! Just a little longer! 
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95. EXT. WEST BERLIN, NEAR THE WALL 


(ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE WALL WE CAN HEAR MACHINE GUNS 
FIRING. FOOTSTEPS AS ACE RUNS TOWARDS IT.) 


GEORGE : 
He’s nearly there! Come on, man! Come on! Pull yourself up! 


(THE ANGRY BUZZING OF THE VOID. ) 


GEORGE: 
What the devil is that? 


EAST GERMAN SOLDIER WILDTRACK: (OFF) 
The mist! Get back! No!! (SCREAMS) 


(MACHINE GUN FIRE, THEY'RE SUCKED INTO THE VOID.) 


GEORGE : 
What's happening? Where’ve the damn lights gone? 


(A SCRABBLING ACE SCALES THE WALL, JUMPS THEN FALLS. ) 


ACE: 
(SLIGHTLY PAINED BUT GRIMLY HAPPY) Yeah... made it Tom. 
Mission accomplished. 


(A SUDDEN RUSHING OF THE VOID SOUND, TIME BEING REWRITTEN, 
CROSS TO THE MONTAGE OF THE NEXT SCENE. ) 
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96. MONTAGE: 


(THE RUSHING SOUND, THE VOID, A CRESCENDO OF NOISE. LINES FROM 
ELSEWHERE IN THE STORY, WITH A GHOSTLY ECHO, OVERLAPPING ONE 
ANOTHER, BECOMING ONE BIG SOUNDSCAPE, AN ENTIRE TIMELINE 
FOLDING IN ITSELF) 


SOKOLOV: (FROM SCENE 51) 
We’re not barbarians... 


ANNA: (FROM SCENE 63) 
We want something better than this. 


The revellers singing the Internationale from Scene 7 with, 
Mel joining in: 


MEL: 
(JOINS IN SINGING WITH ABOVE) Unites the human race! The 
international ideal, unites the human race! 


MARSDEN: (FROM SCENE 88) 
Do what you have to do, make a better world, for... for... 
---For Anna! 


MISSION CONTROL: (FROM SCENE 59) 
Chayka. Can you hear me...? 


(CUT TO SILENCE, EXCEPT FOR THAT LAST LINE 'CAN YOU HEAR ME?' 
REPEATING OVER AND OVER, FADING INTO THE DISTANCE, INTO 
NOTHING. HOLD FOR A BEAT, THEN CUT TO THE NEXT SCENE. ) 
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97. EXT. WEST BERLIN, NEAR THE WALL 
(ACE GETS TO HER FEET. MOVES OVER TO GEORGE. ) 


ACE: 
Hi. You George? 


GEORGE : 
Who the blazes are you? 


(SHE PULLS OUT THE PHOTOS) 


ACE: 
Photos. Promised Tom I’d get them to you. 


GEORGE : 
Thank you, miss. Hands on your head, please. 


ACE: 
What? 


GEORGE : 
Hands on your head. You’re under arrest. 


ACE: 


Mate, you’ve got bigger problems. Take a look at the photos. 


(RUSTLE AS GEORGE OPENS THE PACKET OF PHOTOS. ) 


ACE: 
Only question now is, was I in time? 


MUSIC: SEGUE. 


154 
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98. INT. TARDIS 
(ALL NORMAL, TARDIS IN FLIGHT) 


THE DOCTOR: 
Mel? Are you all right? 


MEL: 
(SURPRISED TO BE ASKED) Yes, I’m fine. (BEAT) Actually, I feel 
like someone has walked over my grave. 


THE DOCTOR: 
I’m not surprised. 


MEL: 
Everything seems very quiet all of a sudden. As if something 
was happening that... [I CAN'T REMEMBER. ] 


(THE DOCTOR STARTS PRESSING BUTTONS ON THE CONSOLE; VARIOUS 
BEEPS. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
No signal from Mars... 


MEL: 
Why would there be a signal from Mars? 


THE DOCTOR: 
(TO HIMSELF) Everything back in its rightful place. (TO MEL) 
Does the name Marsden mean anything to you, Mel? 


MEL: 
Marsden? (BEAT) Who’s that? 


THE DOCTOR: 
Don’t worry about it. 


MEL: 
Any sign of that time disruption you’d detected? 


THE DOCTOR: 
Not a ripple. 


MEL: 
That’s good. Shall we go and get Ace? 


THE DOCTOR: 
(WITH A SMILE) Yes, let’s see what trouble she’s in now. 


MUSIC: SEGUE. 
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99. INT. INTERROGATION ROOM IN WEST BERLIN 


GEORGE : 
Let’s go through this one more time. 


ACE: 

(ANGRY) Mate, I’ve told you. He was shot! (CALMS HERSELF) 
Look, I promised I’d bring the photos, and that’s it. What are 
you doing about it? 


GEORGE : 
I don’t have to tell you-- (anything. ) 


(GEORGE IS INTERRUPTED BY THE DOOR OPENING. THE DOCTOR ENTERS, 
IN OFFICIAL MODE. ) 


GEORGE : 
(ANNOYED) Who the devil are you? 


(THE DOCTOR RUSTLES IN HIS POCKET FOR AN “OFFICIAL” LETTER. ) 
THE DOCTOR: 

(BRISK) If you look at this, you’1ll see everything is in 
order. 


(RUSTLE AS GEORGE TAKES THE LETTER AND READS. ) 


ACE: 
(MUTTERS) About time you got here. 


GEORGE : 
Ah. I see. Well, I suppose she’d better go with you. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(COURTEOUS) Miss McShane. 


(ACE PUSHES BACK CHAIR, STANDS, AND WALKS OVER TO JOIN THE 
DOCTOR. ) 


ACE: 
(QUIET; STILL ANGRY ABOUT TOM) You love all this, don’t you? 


THE DOCTOR: 
(MUTTERS) For once, Ace, don’t talk. Just walk. 
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100. EXT: LONDON STREET 
(CENTRAL LONDON. BUSY TRAFFIC. ) 


(THE TARDIS MATERIALISES IN A QUIET CORNER. THE DOORS OPEN AND 
THE DOCTOR, MEL, AND ACE EMERGE. ) 


THE DOCTOR: 
(CONTENT; AS IF STRETCHING AFTER WAKING UP) Twenty-seventeen! 


ACE: 
The real twenty-seventeen. 


MEL: 
And a better one, I hope. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(PENSIVE) A different one, certainly. But correct, this time. 


ACE: 
(SIGHS) And that’s that. 


MEL: 
Are you all right? 


ACE: 
I keep thinking of Tom... It was our fault, wasn’t it, Doctor? 


THE DOCTOR: 
Our fault? 


ACE: 

If I hadn’t arrived when I did, when he was heading for the 
Wall, he would have crossed, and lived, and none of this would 
have happened. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Are you sure? You said you thought he was going to be shot. 


ACE: 
I was... (THINKS BACK) They’d seen him. They were chasing him. 
That’s why I shouted. 


THE DOCTOR: 
Then perhaps we weren’t part of the problem. Perhaps we were 
the remedy. 


MEL: 
The remedy? 
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THE DOCTOR: 

If Tom was never going to make it across the Wall, then the 
only reason that time was put right was because Ace — and we — 
were here to put things right. 


MEL: 
(GROANS) Why does it always have to be so complicated? 


THE DOCTOR: 
Neither of you would have it any other way. But what I mean is 
— don’t be too hard on yourself, Ace. 


ACE: 
Don’t be too hard on you, is what you mean. 


THE DOCTOR: 
(WISTFUL) That too. 


ACE: 
What about all those other people? The ones you and Mel met? 


MEL: 
(UNHAPPY) I can’t remember a thing about them. 


ACE: 
Marsden, you said. Anna. Is there really nothing left, Mel? 


MEL: 
(STRUGGLES TO FIND A MEMORY) No. They’re gone. 


ACE: 

So were they just conjured up out of thin air to help us put 
things to right? And then — that’s it. Goodbye. Fade to 
nothing. 


MEL: 
(SHIVERING) I don’t like the thought of that. I can’t help it, 
Ace. I don’t remember them! 


THE DOCTOR: 

(SOFTLY) I do. I remember everything. (SIGHS) Our revels now 
are ended... And we have other places to see, other times to 
visit. 


(THE TARDIS DOORS OPEN. ACE AND THE DOCTOR ENTER. MEL, 
FOLLOWING, HUMS THE END OF THE INTERNATIONALE. ) 


(FOOTSTEPS AS THE PASSER-BY APPROACHES MEL. ) 


MEL: 
(MURMURING) Unites the human (race). 
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(THE PASSER-BY GRABS MEL) 


PASSER-BY: 
(INTERRUPTING) Your debt is due. 


MEL: 
Hey, take your hand off my arm! (BEAT) What did you say? 


PASSER-BY: 
Your debt is due. We own you. Listen carefully. And I'll tell 
you what you need to do. 


MUSIC: CRASH IN TITLES. 


